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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tux Tragedy of CABAL and Love not being the 


firſt tranſlation from the German of FREDERICK 
SCHILLER, there needs but little to be ſaid by way 


of introduction to the preſent piece; as a very full 


account of his literary purſuits has been given to 
the Engliſh reader in che preface to the tranſlation of 
the ſame author's celebrated tragedy of the RoBBERöS. 
Lately, this German writer has dedicated his time to 
the annals of the hiſtoric page; and he has juſt pub- 
liſhed an admirable hiſtory of the German wars, 
which for elegance of ſtile, and critical accuracy 


in regard to facts, has conſiderably added to the 


laurels which he had before acquired. . = 


With the utmoſt diffidence the tranſlator of the pre- 
ſent Tragedy ventures to lay before the public his 
tranſlation of CABAL and LovE; conſcious of the | 
great defalcation of that ſpirit, which animates each 
page of the glowing original. To endeavour to pre- 
ſerve unabated this fervour; to ſave undiminiſhed the 
intereſt of each ſucceeding incident, all the efforts of 


the tranſlator have been directed; but he greatly fears 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
that a failure in the attempt will be evident to all; 
eſpecially to thoſe, converſant with SCHILLER's ant- 
mated pen,—Still, from the real pleaſure that the 
tranſlator has derived from the warmth of fancy, and 


vividneſs of imagination in the German author in 


queſtion, he confeſſes, that his ſole motive in the pre- 


ſent publication, proceeds from the eager deſire which 


he has, to make the name of FREDERICK SCHILLER 
better known to the Engliſh reader; therefore, he 
truſts and flatters himſelf, that the goodneſs and can- 
. which he moſt earneſtly ſolicits from an in- 


dulgent public, will not be denied him. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 


CounT FAULKENER, Preſident, of high rank at the 
Court of a German Prince. 

Major FERDINAND FAULKENER, /ts Son. 

Baxon MINDHEIM. 

M1LLER, formerly a Merchant; but by repeated loſſes 
obliged to give up trade, and to become Muſic-maſter. 

Worm, private Secretary to the Preſident. 

An old SERVANT, belonging to the Prince. 


LADY Jang MILFORD, the Prince's Favourite. 


Lovisa, MiLLER's Daughter. 


Soeny, LADY MiILTORPD's Mazd. 


Conſtables, Servants, &c. &c. 
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CABAL AND LOVE. 
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SCENE I.—Room at MILLER's Houſe. 
(MILLER at Brealfa/l.) 
M1LLER. (Looking at his watch) 


3 

Tis not ſo late as I thought it was—ftill it can- 
not be long before Louiſa returns from church—Poor 
dear girl!—How my heart feels for her! Much I 
dread the reſult of Major Fzulkener's attentions to her. 
Would to heaven ſhe had never ſeen him! The Pre- 
ſident, his haughty father, will ſpurn at a connection, 
ſo far beneath the birth of his ſon— pauſe — The 
thought of this brings afreſh to my mind the days that 
are gone; when, unchecked by adverſity, the chief 
part of my life paſſed in a comfortable independency: 
till, within a few vears, by repeated loſſes in trade, 


3 Pointing to the harpſichord, flute, and violin in the 


room) I have been obliged to my muſic for ſupport— 
( pauſe) — But, ſoft ! Louiſa comes—I forbear to 
wound her ſuſceptible heart by the {ad narrative of 
my misfortunes. 
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SCENE 11.—Enter Louis A, as coming from Maſs. 


| Louiſa. (Laying down her prayer-book and beads, 
and taking her father by the hand) Good morning, 
dear father ! 

Miller. Whence do you come, Louiſa ? 

Louiſa, 1 come from maſs, father— 

Miller. That is right, Louiſa—lt joys me much to 
find your thoughts ſo early directed to your Creator — 
Ever thus, my child; and his protecting arm will 
ſhield you from the adverſe frown of fate. 

Louiſa. I muſt indeed have been unworthy not to 
have profited by your precept as well as example—But, 
father, has he not yet been here ? 

Miller. Who, child? 

Louiſa. 1 forgot at the moment that there were 
other perſons in the world beſides him My head is 
ſo wild: then my Faulkener has not been here ? 

Miller. I thought Louiſa that you had been at 
church; and that your heart was all devotion— 

Louiſa. J underſtand you, father—I feel the re- 
proach : the monitor here too / pointing to her heart) 
moſt ſenſibly feels it; but, {/ghing) it comes too 
late: reaſon has yielded; my heart has ſurrendered . 


and loveprevails—Alas! I have no devotion left: the 
heart that once was warm with prayer and thankſgiv- 


ing; that palpitated with zeal; that ſwelled, nay 
trembled with celeſtial ardour; and glowed with ec- 
ſtacy ſupreme, is now dead to all but thee, Ferdinand, 


thou ſole object of my hopes ( ſeems fixed in thought). 
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CABAL AND LOVE. 3 
Miller. Good Heavens !—What days of bitterneſs 


are mine !—l,ouiſa | my child !—She hears me not 
She is loſt in deluſion's dream. f 
Louiſa. ( fill deep in thought) Oh! where is he 
now ?—My reſtleſs mind is ever on the rack, left I 
ſhould loſe that affection, which I would not exchange 
for worlds. But have I not cauſe for this alarm, when 


I think of the vaſt diſtance between him and me? 


If I but conſider the many women, his equals too, 
who are daily paying homage to his father, in order 
to ſecure a connection with my Ferdinand ?—{ pauſe) 
But, fears avaunt - Do I not know thee, Faulkener ? 
Do I not know thy virtuous mind to be proof againſt 
the lures and artifices of our ſex ?—(turning to her 


father). Father! all is ſafe : He ſtill is mine; and 


ever will be ſo. You fear that his heart may be en- 
ſnared by the proud beauties of the ſplendid court— 
No, my father, he ſcorns all grandeur, all pageantry 
of fooliſh pomp ; and hates every mode of life, where 
virtue 1s forgotten, 

Miller. You know that I love you—Louiſa !—you 
are my only child; but try, oh! try to forget him. 

Lowſa. Why ſo, my deareſt father ?—"Twas but 
yeſterday that he ſaid to me, Louiſa fear not my 
father's machinations to form for me a connection 
which may advance himſelf—You know what my 
mind requires: the woman whom I will call my wife, 
mult poſſeſs thy diſpoſition, thy heart: thine are the 
qualities, whoſe influence will laſt,” —Yes—this he 
ſaid to me; what is there then to fear? This life of 
mine, Oh! how freely would I part with it, could I 
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thereby ſecure to thee, my Ferdinand, a courſe of 
happy years Father! You ſurely cannot blame me 
for ſo ſaying ? 

Miller. Blame you, Loviſa! Every word that you ſay 
atarms me more and more; for I again affirm, he never 
can be yours Does not reaſon plainly tell you ſo? 

Loumja. My dear father, talk not of reaſon : *tis the 
foil of love—But, ſuppoſe it for once—Granted— 
Suppoſe that all my hopes ſhould be fruſtrated, I had 
rather fix my whole ſoul in ſecret upon him alone, than 
conſent to an alliance with any other upon earth ; ſor, 
let what will happen, ( pointedly) we ſhould ſtill meet— 
A time will come, my father, when this mighty edi- 
fice of diſtinction will fall; when theſe bars of ſepa- 
ration will be removed; and all ranks be levelled ; 
when every one of us, high and low ; rich and poor ; 
great and ſmall, ſhall be conſidered as equals—Merit 
worth, and virtue will then give us conſequence : No- 
thing elſe—and he who' gains the laurel of reward 
can never feel it ſhake; for eternal is bright glory's 
palm—(with cool indifference)—Why then ſhould I 
care what may become of me here in this tranſitory 
ſtate? Oh! what is this poor needle's point of now to 
a boundleſs eternity ? 
 Milter. (running to her and claſping her in his arms) 
My beloved girl, my Louiſa, check your ſweet enthu- 
ſlalm. Yet ſach is my affection for you, that I would 
willingly at this moment breathe my laſt, to ſet your 
heart free from this unfortunate attachment. 


[ Exit haſtily. | 
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LoVUisA alone. 


That claſp of paternal fondneſs overpowers me 
quite: amidſt the chaſtenings of the father, I feel the 
ſoothings of the friend. All my alarms return My 
lately exalted ſpirits ſink Ferdinand! I fear that our 
doom is ſealed ; and that miſery is at laſt our lo. 


(hearing ſome one coming) But ſome one comes — Tis 
he — Good Heavens! 


SCENE III.—FERPD INAND and LOUISA. 


(He flies to her and embraces her ſhe ſinks on a 


chair quite pale and depreſſd---They look at each 
other for ſome moments without ſpeaking.) 


Ferdinand. Thou art pale! my Louiſa! 

Louiſa. Tis nothing—"1'is over—Thou art with 
me ( falling on his neck), 

Ferdinand. And does my Louiſa ſtill regard me? Is 
her heart ſtill the ſame? Does it anſwer to the warm 
and tender emotions of my throbbing breaſt ? 

Louiſa, Ferdinand! while this life remains, count 
on Louiſa's love. 5 
Ferdinand, Indeed !—I almoſt doubt this perfect 
joy; my peace and comfort are ſo dependant on thy 
ſmiles and happy looks, that, when but the fainteſt 
cloud appears upon thy beauteous brow, my heart is 
ſunk in anguiſh. Methinks, even now, I trace ſome 
mark of gloom—Say, my Louiſa, why that riſing 

ſigh ?—And why that ſtarting tear? 
Lomas: (looking at him with great fondneſs) Oh!— 
Why, my Ferdinand, ſhould I conceal my pain from 
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thee ?—Yes, my beloved, my mind is big with appre- 
henſion I conſider the difference of our ſituations in 
life: You are born to rank and affluence; ill ſuited to 
a connection with the daughter of a man of my fa- 
ther's avocation: Think then, on the Preſident's au- 
ſtere pride; think on the reproaches that I have to en- 
dure from him: Alas! he will ſurely part us. 
Ferdinand. Part us! Who is to part us? Who is to 
tear aſunder our hearts, whoſe only diviſion is their 
lodgement in two breaſts? Why this fear, my love ? 


Thou talk'ſt too of the diſtinction of my birth; as if 


it could ſtand in competition with the brilliant beam 
of perfection, ever blazoning in thy lovely eye? 

Louiſa. Ferdinand! thy ſanguine temper will not 
ſuffer thee to ſee our dangers as they are: it makes 
thee diſregard thy father's ſtern commands, which I re- 
fle& upon with terror and diſmay, 

Ferdinand. Believe me, Louiſa, I can only dread 
the deprivation of thy love. Let difficulties and im- 
pediments riſe between us like mountains, they ſhall 


be no more than ſteps, which I will quickly aſcend; 


and which will lead me to my Louiſa's arms: the 
ſtorm of adverſe fate will only encreaſe my paſſion: 
dangers will only reflect additional charms on thee, 


ſole object of my life: baniſh then all fear: I will be 


thy guard—Truſt thyſelf to me—I will throw myſelf 


between thee and fate: receive for thee every wound ; 


and collect for thee every gem from the ſtore of joy; 
then bring them to thee with the throb of ecſtacy in 


the chalice of love ( tenderly embracing her). On this 
arm ſhalt thou hang through life: through life ſhall 
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our hearts be one; and when, at laſt, it ſhall pleaſe 
thy all-righteous Judge to call thee to thy eternal 
home, the angels above, who will receive thee, ſhall 


confeſs, that it is love, and love alone, can give a 


finiſhing perfection to the purity of the ſoul. 

Louiſa. (much agitated) No more, my Ferdinand! 
not a word more! into what a chaos of tumult, agita- 
tion, and love haſt thou thrown me : the very receſſes 
of my being are invaded; and I know not how to ſuſ- 
tain theſe trying emotions: Leave me, I beſeech thee 
En my heart thou haſt kindled the very torch of mad- 
neſs, which I fear, never, never can be extinguiſhed, 


[ Exit Ferdinand, following her with looks denoting 


great anxiety. 


SCENE IV.—A Saloon in the Prefident's Houſe. 


The PRESIDENT, (ornamented with a flar, riband, 
and croſs) followed by Worm. 


Preſident. What is that you ſay, Worm, about my 


ſon ?—A ſerious engagement with a citizen's daugh- 
ter ?—Impoſlible !—No, Worm, that you will never 
make me believe. | 

Worm, Well, Sir, if you do not chuſe to credit 
my report, I cannot help it; but your Excellency 
will certainly find it to be a true one, 

Prefident, True !—How ſhould that be? That he 
may have ſhewn the girl ſome attention, flattered her, 
and careſſed her, I can readily ſuppoſe, and do not 
blame him for it ; but that he ſhould have any ſerious 
views—Plhaw! — Nonſenſe! (with a ſmile) I think 
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you ſaid that ſhe was a muſic- maſter's Caughter—Ha ! 
ha! ha! 

Worm, Daughter of muſic-maſter Miller, fir, but 
endowed with charms, that would eclipſe half the 
beauties of the court. 

. Preſident. Well, well I am glad at leaſt, that 
Ferdinand has taſte, —But, Worm, did you not once 
tell me, that you yourſelf had ſome thoughts of this 
great beauty—-Now, Worm, that 1s all very well ; and 
I commend your choice ; but I ſhould hope, that you 
do not mean to trifle with me; for, to tell you the 
truth, I begin to think that you are a little jealous of 
Ferdinand's jokes and liberties with this girl; and that 
you have trumped up this ſtory, in order to ſerve your 
own purpoſes; to get the father to interfere, and by that 
means to drive away the fon ; to ſce the coaſt clear 
Lou underſtand me, Worm? 

Worm. Your Excellency muſt pardon me; nothing 
was ever more remote from my thoughts. The whole 
account comes from the mother of the family, 

Prejident. Take care, Worm, do not. carry the jeſt 
too far—You know me—You know that I am furious 
when once I am angry; therefore, do not work me up 
to a pitch, with this nonſenſical old woman's talk— 
You know too, when once I believe a thing, I believe 
it obſtinately ; and it is no eaſy matter to root out of 
my mind the credit once given—But I have ſome- 
thing for your ear of a totally different nature—/pauſe} 
It is very well underſtood, that the Prince's partiality 
for his favourite, Lady Milford, cools apace ; and it 1s 
ſtrongly rumoured at court, that upon the arrival of. 
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this celebrated dutcheſs, whom I mentioned to you 
yeſterday, and who is daily expected, his Highneſs 
will be glad to get Lady Milford clearly off his bands; 
and will try to form a good connection for her with 
ſome one of the firſt nobility. Now, Worm, though 


Lady Milford be no more that great favourite of the 


Prince; yet her influence muſt always be ſuch, as to 
ſecure the firſt intereſt and power to whatever. party 
ſhe may be pleaſed to countenance and ſupport— 
Therefore, it is my plan, that Ferdinand ſhould pay 
his addreſſes immediately to her Ladyſhip, (who, I 
know, is rather partial to him) and thereby make me 
a man of great importance at court, which, entre nous, 
Worm, is what I moſt wiſh for on earth, 


Worm. A very good plan indeed, fir, but take my 


word for it, that you will never be able to put it into 
execution, | | 

Preſident. No Well that we'll wy—h will be 
the firſt time, that ever I was thwarted in a deſign, 
which I was determined to effect Go immediately to 
my ſon, Worm, and tell him I want to ſpeak to him. 
-I will inform him this very day of my intention— 
I ſhall ſee by his countenance in one moment, whe- 
ther your ſuſpicions be well founded or not. 

Worm. 1will inſtantly obey your Excellency's com- 
mands—but, fir, pray do not mention my name; or 
the Major will be very much incenſed againſt me. 
| Preſident. No—no—be aſſured I will keep your 
name concealed. But, do you hear, Worm, not a 
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word about all this to any one in being ſilent as the 
very grave for, if you prattle (rea ning). 

Worm. Then, fir, bring all my falſehoods and for- 
geries to light. | [ Exit. 

Preſident. (alone) I know him to be a downright 
villain ; but he is, nevertheleſs, of great uſe to me in 
many of my ſchemes—the {ellow has a ready wit and 
an apt conception. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Servant. Baron Mindheim, Sir— 


Preſident. Bid him walk up. [Exit Servant] He 
comes moſt d propos. 


SCENE V.— Enter Baron MIN DREI dreſſed quite 
en petit maitre; very richly embroidered coat, two 


watches, chapeau-bas, &c. &c. 


Baron, Ah! mon cher Prefident—Good morning !— 
I hope 1 ſee you well—You will excuſe me for not 
waiting upon you ſooner ; but, des affaires preſſantes, 
morning viſits, and fifty engagements prevented my 
ſeeing you before—Added to all this, thoſe raſcals 
the tailor and the hair-dreſſer, kept me waiting for 
them more than a whole hour, 


Preſident. But I ſee you are equipped at laſt quite 
comme il faut. 

Baron. Oh! Pour cela fiez vous d moi but that is 
not all; another accident, ten times worſe than all 


my other diſappointments, befell me ſoon after—Oh! 
fuch a malkeur, my friend 


— — 
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Preſident. No, ſurely—What was it? 

Baron. Do but hear— Juſt as I ſtept out of my car- 
riage to pay a morning viſit to a lady of my acquaint- 
ance, the horſes began to kick ; and ſplaſhed my whole 
dreſs with dirt—What could I do? Only put your- 
felf in my ſituation—Ah! you may laugh—But, 
curſe me, if ever I was in ſuch a trim before—figurez 
vous ſeulement—There was I beſmeared all over—nay 
to my very hair—in the very dreſs I put on to appear 
before the Prince this morning. What do you think 
that I did? I pretended to be ſuddenly taken very ill, 
and that I was going to faint—ſo they hurried me into 
my carriage drove like deſperados all the way home 
I changed my dreſs tout d fait, comme vous me 
voyez; and yet got the firſt into the antichamber— 
What do you ſay to that? Was not that being bien 
adroitꝰ | 

Preſident, Then you 1 with the Prince this 
morning ? 

Baron. Mais ſans dante—To bg ſure I did—and 
ſaid with him half an hour. 

Prefident. Indeed !—Then you heard without doubt 
ſome news. 4 

Baron. (recollecting himſelf) No do not recollect 
having heard any—I told you, did not I? that his 
Highneſs had a moſt beautiful coloured coat, verd 


pigſtachie. 
Preſident. Well them, I'll tell you a piece of infor- 


mation My ſon Ferdinand, is ſoon to lead Lady Mil. 


ford to the altar—there's news for you, 
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Baron. What! all ſetiled? Diable 
Preſident. Already ſigned, Baron, and you would 
oblige me, by inſtantly going to her Ladyſhip, and 
informing her of my ſon's intention to do himſelf the 
bonour of viſiting ber this evening. _ You may alſo 
let every one know of Ferdinand's determination. 
Baron. (taking the Preſident's hand) Fe vous en feli- 
cite mon ami—1 will go this moment; and in lels 
than an hour /ens faute the whole court ſhall be in- 
formed of it, | | Bowang, exit. 
Preſident. (alone) Yes, yes, I know that, (looking 
after the Baron and laughing) Ha! ha! ha! Who can 
ſay, that theſe creatures are good for nothing? Now 
Ferdinand muſt conſent; elſe, the whole court will have 
lied— Thank you, Baron, for this viſit---very 4 propos 
indeed. think I hear Ferdinand coming; I ſhall 
firſt try by gentle means and ſoothing words to draw 


him into my plan; but, if they will not do, I muſt 
be reſolute. | 


SCENE VI.—PxESIDENT and Pan pin Anp. 


Ferdinand. Agreeably to your commands, ſir, I 
have done myſelf the pleaſure of waiting on you. 
Preſident. Yes, Ferdinand, I did command; elſe, 
I know, that I ſhould not ſee you half fo often as I 
wh to do—T have obſerved of late, that the hvely 
and open air, which was wont ſo to delight me in you, 
is totally gone—there is an unpleaſant gloom upon 
your countenance, that I cannot bear—You fly from 
me; your family, and your conneftions,-Fve upon 
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it, ſon! a thouſand follies and exceſſes at your age are 
infinitely more pardonable than one lowering caſt 
upon your brow—Diſpel all care and ſolicitude ; leave 
them to me—You know I am conſtantly planning 
for your happineſs—Give me your hand, Ferdinand ; 
I have always your welfare at heart. 

Ferdinand. You are pleaſed to be particularly gra- 
cious to day, fir. 

Preſident. To day I- and that with one of your ſour 
grimaces to0---( ſerzouſly.) Ferdinand, for whoſe ſake 
have I ventured in this perilous line of life; and forced 
my way through thouſand nameleſs difficulties, in or- 
der to ſecure. the Prince's heart? For whoſe ſake am 
I for ever at war with my own conſcience ?—Liſten, 
Ferdinand, (I am ſpeaking to my ſon) for whoſe ſake 
did I plunge the dagger in my predeceſſor's breaſt ; 
and ſhut my heart againſt his imploring voice ?—A tale 
which harcows up my very ſoul—a tale, the particu» 
lars of which, the more I try to conceal, the deeper 
it makes me feel the ever-gnawing gripe of a guilty 
conſcience—Speak, Ferdinand, for whoſe ſake did I 
all this? 7 

Ferdinand. ( fiepping back with horror) Surely not 
for mine, fr !—Surely the bloody reflection of this 
unheard of outrage cannot fall on me !—For, by the 
all-ruling God above, 'twere better neyer to have been 
born, than to be doomed to anſwer for ſuch an atro- 
cious deed, 

Prefident, Ungrateful boy And is it thus you 
make amends for. all my reſtleſs cares and ſleepleſs 
nights? And do you thus atone for the diſquietude 
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raging in my breaſt ?—On me would you have all the 
burden of reſponſibility fall? On me the curſe and 
thunder of the Judge's arm ?—Then none of the 
crime comes to your ſhare, becauſe you receive your 
honours {ſecond hand? | 

Ferdinand. I confeſs, ſir, my heart dreads no ſcru- 
tiny upon paſt deeds—that is the teſt of truth. Re. act 
in your own mind that very time; and pronounce 
your ſon an accomplice if you can, 

Prefident, Take care, Ferdinand, and do not ronſe 
my paſſion Do you know, that in your twelfth year 
you were made Enſign; and in your twentieth, 
Major. This I procured you by my ſolicitations to 
the Prince, You are ſoon to be much higher ad- 
vanced— His Highneſs ſpoke to me the other day of 
an embaſſy abroad—of your being privy counſellor, 
and of your receiving many other extraordinary ho- 
nours. To whom are you beholden for all this ?—In 
Mort, you have the moſt dazzling proſpetts before you 
— Does not this rouſe you, and make you prize your 
good fortune and happineſs ? | 

Ferdinand. Not in the leaſt, fir—for your ideas of 
happineſs and mine are as oppoſite as they can poſſibly 
be. Ambitious views, yile plottings, and cabal, fill 
up the courtier's life—his only bliſs proceeds from 
malice, intereſt, and gain.— Such joys muſt for ever 
meet with envy's bitter dregs and faction's clamorous 
firife; with falſchood's treacherous voice, and Jea- 
loufy's livid leer (urs warmth) Thank Heaven! 
mine is another exiſtence a different mould of being 
quite — My pleaſure ſprings from another ſource My 
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ideas are of a nobler and a better kind; they rove 
through paths of never-fading bliſs;. and from the 
heart derive their pureſt joy. Theſe, fir, are my 
ideas of happineſs; which, while I have life, I ſhall 
not change ; and, inſtead of wiſhing to be decked with 
bluſhing honours and exalted power; to be raiſed by 
ſervile means to rank and ſtate; and ſtrut my hour in 
empty gaudy pomp, my moſt fervent prayer to Heaven 
will ever be, not to deprive me of that ſolid bliſs, 
which can alone proceed from a heart of innocence, 
and a mind of truth. | 

Preſident, Bravo | Incomparable The firſt leſſon 
I have had for theſe laſt thirty years—'Tis pity, to be 
ſure, that my head is too dull for inſtruction But, 
however, in order to exerciſe this wonderful talent of 
yours, I will give you ſome one, who will have no ob- 
jection to liſten now and then to your eloquence— 


{ /ternly) You are to determine—this very day to de- 
termine—to marry, — 


Ferdinand, ( ſtepping back with aſtoniſhment) ſur? 

Prefident. In a word, then, I have juſt ſent a note 
in your name to Lady Milford, informing her, that 
you would this evening do yourſelf the honour of de- 
claring your intentions. You know ſhe is partial to 
you. 


Ferdinand, (with increaſed ſurpriſe) Marry Lady 
Milford, fir ? —— 


Preſident. Nay no ſurpriſes—no ſtarts the note ſaid, 
that the marriage was to take place immediately, 

Ferdinand. Surpriſed !---Indeed it is truly ridiculous 
in me, my dear fir, to ſuppoſe you in earneſt, when 
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you can be but in jeſt; for, would you own yourſelf 
the father of that infamous ſcoundrel, who would 
conſent to marry the Prince's miſtreſs ? 

 Prefedent, Would I?—To be ſure I would—and 
what is more, I would marry her myſelf, were ſhe 
fifty inſtead of twenty-three.—Would not you then 
delight in being my fon ? | 

Ferdinand. No, fir, as true as God is my Creator.. 

\ Prefident. That is bold indeed but your rafhneſs 1 
forgive. Ferdinand, I am fixed and refolved upon this 
matter—Lady Milford muſt and ſhall be youxs. Do 
not forget your father's authority and power. 

Ferdinand. (animated) Paternal authority I revere— 
I hold it everan the utmoſt awe; and I reſpect it as 
the firſt of laws. But, fir, even this, when ſtretched 
too far, becomes an abuſe of that hallowed truſt, de- 
poſed in your hands for other purpoſes and other ends. 
Nothing more ſacred than a father's authority; and it 
ſhould be uſed with a delicate hand. *Tis not a laws 
leſs power, free from all duty and from all reftraint— 
No, fir, the father's duty is as ſacred as the fon's—A 
father's power is ſubjeft and amenable to'the laws of 
juſtice and of right: and, when once theſe laws are 
ſpurned, infringed, and overlooked ; then is the ſon's: 
duty by no means violated, if he reſiſts his father's 
will; and ſcorns his harſh commands—as, from my 
very ſoul, ſir, I do yours— 

Prefedent. (under viſtble agitation during Ferdinand's 
whole ſpeech, but ſuppreſſes his anger) Raſh boy, for- 
bear! nor try my temper more. Do you think, that 
there is a ſingle man at court; who would not bleſs his 
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ſtars for your chance of ſucceſs with this glowing : 
beauty ? 
Ferdinand. Sir, if there be any thing elle, which I 
can do to ſerve your purpoſes ; to raiſe you to the 
very ſummit of your ambition, even with the hazard 
of my life, I'll do it—But, as for my honour—that I | 
will never ſtain—the loſs of that I cannot ſurvive. : 
Preſident. (aſide) Now T'll try for the laſt time— 
Thy honour, fooliſh boy ?—Is not my very plan 
formed to exalt that honour, of which you are fo 
jealous; and which you fear will be impeached by a 
ſtep, the execution of which will raiſe you to the top- 


moſt height of honour; and make your days paſs on 
in certain joy? 


Ferdinand. (quite exaſperated) Sars 0 ir, I find you 
really are in earneſt; and ſee that your heart is baſe 


enough to ſtrike all nature from your petrified frame; 
and that you wiſh me to perform a deed, that would 
for ever ſea] my infamy; that, would root all honour 
from my mind; and make me hooted, mocked, and 
deſpiſed, I muſt unfold my heart to you—Should I 
e'er wed the Prince's loathſome miſtreſs Should I 
e'er lead the ſtrumpet to my bed; and in my igno- 
miny blot her ſtigma out—Then, ſir, oh! then, ſweep 
me from this hated earth—that hour the wretched 
Ferdinand breathes his laſt—That hour, with madd'- 


ning pangs he bares his breaſt, and with a dagger arms 
f his father's hand. (going). 

\ Preſident. ¶ topping him) Not yet, young fool—1 
have heard enough ; and now I have found you out— 
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But, hearken, fir, Lady Milford expects you. I have 
given my word to the Prince - Court and city know it 
by this time —If you mean to make me a liar before 
his Highneſs—her Ladyſhip— the whole court and 
city) — Or, do you hear? //ignificantly) If I come 
at the bottom of certain ſtories, that have been told 
me (Ferdinand is frightened) Why, what's the matter? 
Why ſo pale all at once? 
Ferdinand. (pale and Wr Nothing, fir, I 
' know of nothing 

Prefident. But, J do, fir, and know ihe ſource of 
all your obſtinacy and moroſeneſs. But mark me, 


boy—Obey my commands, and fulfil the engagement 


of to-night—or, dread a father's wrath ! [ Exit. 


FERDINAND alone. 


(Recovering from his ſurpriſe) Dread a father's 
wrath I dread ? (with the ſmile of felf- approba- 
tion) With theſe heavenly feelings of conſcious rec- 
titude? What, if he knows the whole !—that J adore 
Louiſa!——When the heart is ſure of being right 
and of beating in a juſt cauſe, it mocks the very ſug- 
geſtion of all fear. The mind-ſoothing emotions of 
ſelf-content will ever in the hour of woe, ſecure our 
welfare, and preferve our peace—But, 1'1l to Milford 
go, this moment go—1'll hold her up a glaſs, where 
ſhe ſhall trace each feature of my mind; and where ſhe 
ſhall view each tumult of my ſoul. —If, in deſpite of this, 


ſhe ſtill defire my hand; then, in the face of all the 
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glittering court ; in the full preſence of her ſervile 
friends; with all her courtiers fawning round; I 
will reje& her with a manly pride —reproach her baſe. 
neſs with an upright zeal; and pay her fondneſs with 


the moſt marked contempt. Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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. 


SCENE 1.— Room in Lady MIIToRD's Houſe, 


On the one fide is a ſofa—on the other a harpfichord— 
Lady Mi:roRD in an elegant deſhabille—She juſt 
ſits down to play ; but finding herſelf too much un- 
ſettle, ſhe riſes. Sorny guſt coming from a window 
which lopks to a plain, where there has been a review 
of the Prince's guards. 


SOPHY. 


The review is over—the officers are ſeparating ; 
but I ſee no Major Faulkener, 

Lady Milford. Sophy, I don't know what is the 
matter with me to day—I am not at all well. Then 
you did not ſee Major Faulkener. He will take his 
own time, depend upon it, if he comes at all—I think 
I ſhall be better in the air—Go, Sophy, order the 
ſwifteſt courſer to be got ready: I'll ride out for 
an hour, 

Sophy. If your Ladyſhip be indiſpoſed to day, it 
would be better not to go out, but to have a ſmall 
party at home to night—His Highneſs, I am ſure, will 
be glad to ſpend the evening here; and, by aſking a 
few other friends from court, you might play a com- 
fortable game at ombre, without having the fatigue of 
dreſſing. | 

Lady Milford. (throwing herſelf on the ſofa) Hold 
your tongue, girl, if you cannot ſay any thing better— 
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You are much miſtaken, if you think me at preſent 
diſpoſed to entertain ſuch perſons as you talk of—peo- 
ple, who watch every word one utters; and when I 
perchance ſay any thing,» which in the leaſt degree in- 
dicates the warmth of my mind, they ſtare with their 
eyes fixed, and their mouths open, uſt as if they ſaw 


a ghoſt or a hobgoblin. No, no, Sophy, I never ſaid 


ſo much to you before; but I am tired of them all 
without exception—cold phlegmatic beings, who live, 
tis true, but that is all; and drag on an exiſtence, 
compoſed of nothing but the daily common courſe of 
lifeleſs ſcenes, ſuitable to that order of mortals, who, 
like them, are clad in apathy. ( ſhe goes to the window) 

Sophy. Surely your Ladyſhip will except his High- 
neſs, who is allowed by all to be not only one of the 
moſt graceful, but alſo one of the moſt accompliſhed 
men ever ſeen. 

Lady Milford. And you don't know, child, that every 
thing faid and done by the Prince, is by the oily tongue 
of flattery, ſtiled the all-perfect and the all- complete; 
however deficient and vague ſuch things may in reality 
be. You are but little acquainted with the ſwarm of 
ſycophants, with which courts are conſtantly ſur- 
rounded You tell me, that I am an object of envy to 


almoſt every one; whereas, knew they but all, they 


would think me worthy of their pity, What are to 
me the Prince's grandeur and his tinſel pomp ?— 
Though he can turn a wilderneſs into a very Paradiſe; 
and can cauſe even rivers to roll with gold, like Crœ- 
ſus' Pactolus of old, can he command his heart to 
beat—his foul to glow and ſoar? Can he change his 
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lethargic nature? Can his inanimate and clay- cold 
mind anſwer to the heart - glowing emotions of paſſion's 
rapturous warmth; or ſatisfy the beating pulſe of love's 
ſoft gentle fire ? 

Sophy. Pray, Madam, how long is it, that I. have 
had the honour of ſerving your Ladyſhip ? 

Lady Milford. A very fair queſtion, Sophy—becauſe 
I find this is the firſt day you ever knew me. It is 
true, I have fold the Prince my honour ; but, my heart 


I have ever kept free—a heart, Sophy, perhaps well 
worthy of the efforts of many a man to poſſeſs—for, 


it is as yet only tainted by the poiſonous breath of the 
court, as ſteel or glaſs, which is but overcaſt ; and 
quickly re-aſſumes its priſtine luſtre, Believe me, I 


ſhould long ago have ſhaken off this mighty Prince, 


had my pride and ambition given me leave to yield my 
rank to any woman at court. But, I ſee you ſeem 


ſurpriſed at what I ſay—perhaps I have ſaid too much; 


for to day I know not what I ſay—if ſo, let me tie your 
tongue with confidence; and may you once feel for 


your wretched miſtreſs! 

-Sophy, I hope, madam, that you never yet have had 
cauſe for diſtruſting me; and I flatter myſelf that it is 
needleſs to renew my aſſurances of the moſt ſteady zeal 
in every thing which concerns your Ladyſhip's happi- 
neſs —But, madam, (with d:ffidence) this ambition, 


this pride are they ſo difficult to ſuppreſs, if you find 


that they lead to nothing but vexation? 

Lady Milford. We women have but two things to 
chooſe---tocommandortoobey—but, the higheſtdelight 
of power is nothing, a mere bawble, if unattended by 
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chat bliſs ſublime, that joy ſupreme, of being at the 
ſame time ſlaves to the man we adore. As for the 
fooliſn ſway of the ſceptre, which has lately fallen to 
my lot, I have ever looked upon it as a child's play. 
But, Sophy, whilſt I have been the envy of every 
eye, have you not obſerved the wild agitation of this 
panting breaſt ? — The reſtleſs troubles of this 
fiery boſom ?—Did you never think them indicative 
of other wiſhes and defires ? Did they not difcover a 
heart, torn with anguiſh and with rage? A mind tem- 
ing with projects, impoſſible to fulfil? 

Sophy. (quite ſurpriſed) Madam ! 

Lady Milford. (animated) But, have a little pati- 
ence—he may ſtill be mine I'll diſappoint them all; 
and then revenge myſelf—The man, whom I have ever 
uppermoſt in my thoughts—whom I do worſhip, ido. 
lize, and adore—that man, Sophy, I muſt call mine, 
or Heaven knows what elſe muſt be—— Oh! 


let me hear from his lips, that the ſtarting trembling 


tear of love more finely glitters than the diamond's 
blaze—then, oh then! before the Prince's feet III hurl 


both ſceptre, heart and all; and with this man I' fly 


to earth's remoteſt bounds —But hear ſtill more, 

Sophy. Madam, I am grieved at what I hear. 

Lady Milford. Faulkener is this man—Know that 
the marriage with him, which I ſpoke to you about— 
that you and all the world ſuppoſe to be Court Cabal— 
(Sophy, bluſh not for your miſtreſs) is only the reſult 


of my boundleſs Love, 


Sophy, Heavens! Can it be poſſible? 
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Lady Milford. "Twas all my contrivance, Sophy— 'V 
"Twas I, who invented the report of a celebrated x 
Dutcheſs coming to court to ſupplant me in the Prince's 
affeftion; and that his Highneſs would be glad to get 
me off his hands Oh! 'twas a noble plan, and hi- 
therto it has admirably ſucceeded ; but tlie grand mat- 
ter is ſtill to come—the interview with Faulkener. 

Would to God it were over |——Thus, Sophy, have 
I played with theſe ſtate puppets - theſe mighty firs are 

by a weak woman's arts 0 'erthrown ; ; and, thus they 
will lead to me—to my very arms, the man of my 
heart. If 1 once have him—once call him mine; 
then an eternal farewell to the vile and deteſtable 
ſplendour of deceitful courts. 


SCENE II. 


Enter an old SERVANT belonging to the Prince: in his 
hand a caſe of Jewels. | 


Servant, I come with his Highneſs the Prince's re- 
ſpefts to your Ladyſhip. He requeſts your accept- 
3 ance of this ſet of jewels. 8 | 
F Lady Milford. (having opened the caſe) And pray, 
8 what might his Highneſs have given for theſe ineſti- 
mable jewels ? 


Servant. (with great agitation) They do not oft 
him a ſingle ſhilling— 


Lady Milford. Are you mad? Nothing ?—— But, 


what is the matter, man, that my queſtion calls forth 
tears from your aged eyes? 
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Servant. Yeſterday ſeven thouſand young men were 


ſent to America—they pay for them (veeping) I have 
two ſons amongſt them. 


Lady Milford. (taking his hand) But ſtill friend, I 
hope volunteers they were not compelled to go 

Servant. All by compulſion, Madam—They were led 
away yeſterday, juſt after your Ladyſhip and his High- 
neſs took a ride out of the city gates—No ſooner were 
they all counted over, and their names taken down, 
than © Huzza for America“ -was the dreadful word 
all over the plain—The trumpets were ordered im- 
mediately to be ſounded, and the city drums to be 
beaten, in order to drown the ſhrieks and cries of the 
poor young men, torn from their parents at an inſtant's 
call ;—bride and bridegroom parted by the pointed 
bayonet and drawn broad ſword ;—father and child 
ſeparated by the inhuman threats and oaths of ſome 
bloody-minded corporal In ſhort Madam, language is 
inadequate to the deſcription of the moſt ſhocking and 


barbarous ſcene, that ever was witneſſed by mortal 


man. 


Lady Milford. A curſe upon the jewels—I rejett 
them: In my heart they blaze like, the forked flames of 
hell—But, my good friend, be comforted—theſe 
youths will all come back again to their native home. 

Servant, Heaven alone knows that, Madam— Juſt as 
they were out of the city, they all looked back ; and 
with one voice exclaimed—* God bleſs you Father ! 
Mother! at the Jaſt day we ſhall all meet again,” — 
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Lady Milford. (much affefed) I ſay, my honeſt man, 
you ſhall have your boys again. 

(Servant is going; but on Lady Milford's throwing into 
hts hat a purſe of gold, he returns.) 

Servant. (laying the purſe on the table) Lay it to the 
reſt I'll have none of it. Exit. 

Lady Milford. (much aſtected ſhe walks up and down the 
room in thought) Sophy, was it not ſaid generally ſome 
weeks ago, that in a neighbouring town, there had 
been a fire, which had rumed three or four hundred 
families ? 

Sophy. Yes, Madam, but how does your Ladyſhip 
come to think of that now ? Moſt of them are at work 
at the mines. | 

Lady Milford. (rings a bell and a ſervant enters) Deſire 
my treaſurer to carry theſe jewels inſtantly to one of 
the firſt jewellers; and let the produce be equally 
diſtributed among the unfortunate families who ſuffered 
by the late fire. (Exit Servant, 

Sopky. Does your Ladyſhip forget, that you will 
thereby incur his Highneſs's utmoſt diſpleaſure ? 

Lady Milford. (laughing) Ha! ha! ha land what is 
that to me Would you have me wear the curſe of the 
whole land in my hair? — Or, would you have me ſink 
beneath the weight of the tears which they muſt 
inevitably have cauſed ? Silly girl ! do you not know, 
that, in exchange for them, I ſhall have more brilliants 


and gems, than are to be found in the diadems of an 
hundied crowned heads? 


Enter SERVANT. 


Servant, Major Faulkener, Madam. 
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Sophy. Heavens! Madam, what's the matter? - Vou 
ſeem alarmed, | | 

Servant. Should I deny your Ladyſhip ? 

Lady Milford. Deſire the Major to walk up. [Exit 
&ruant,) Sophy, don't I look ſadly ?—You had better 
go—for he will not like the preſence of a third perſon 
(Exit Sophy.) Oh! theſe wild throbs they oppreſs 


me quite. 
SCENE III. FERDINAND and LADY MilroRD. 


Ferdinand. (very coolly) If J am guilty of any in- 
truſion, madam— | 

Lady Milford. (orfbly agitated Not in the leaf}, 
Major Faulkener. 

Ferdinand, I wait upon your Ladyſhip by my fa- 
ther's deſire — 

Lady Milford. 1 acknowledge myſelf obliged to him. 

Ferdinand. And am commiſſioned to inform you, 
madam, that we are to marry immediately Such is 
my father's will. : 

Lady Milford. (with increaſed agitation) Not yours, 
fir—and is that all you have to ſay Major Faulkener ? 

Ferdinand. By no means, madam, I have ſomething 
more to add; but I ſhall be brief. 

Lady Milford. Will it not be agreeable, fir, to be 
ſeated ? 

Ferdinand. Moſt willingly, madam, (drawing for- 
ward the ſofa) Give me leave to obſerve to your La- 


dyſhip, that I am a man of honour— 
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Lady Milford. Whoſe character, I know, claims my 
higheſt eſteem. 
Ferdinand. And a ſoldier. 

Lady Milford. No beiter in the ſervice But, 
fir, you ſpeak of qualities, that others poſſeſs in as 
eminent a degree as yourſelf.— Why are you ſilent in 
regard to other advantages, in which you ſtand unri- 
valled ? 

Ferdinand. (coolly) Becauſe, madam, I ſee no occa- 
fion for the mention of them here. 


Lady Milford. Pray, fir, how am I to underſtand 
this? i 


Ferdinand. (with pointed expreſſion) As the voice of 
wounded honour, for wiſhing to obtain my hand by 
force as the dictates of my heart of juſtly offended 
pride — and as the language of this ſword. 

Lady Milford. That ſword was given you by the 
Prince, | 

Ferdinand. J muſt beg your Ladyſhip's pardon—I 
obtained it of the State through the hand of the 
Prince. My pride and honour I had from my birth 
and charatter—My heart from God. 

Lady Mi {ford. Who difputes it, fir ? Who is not 


ſenſible of your bravery and honour as a foldier ; and 
of your diſtinguiſhing amability as the domeſtic man? 


Ferdinand. Lady Milford, there is nothing more dif. 


ficult to find out than the real ingredients of characters 
and minds; for, often, very often, thoſe perſons, who paſs 
in the eye of the world for upright people; and who 
216 famed for their ſteadineſs of conduct, are in rea- 
b means deſerving of the credit given them; 
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and, were their private manners of life brought to 
view, they would probably be found highly cen- 
ſurable.——My ideas of comfort and felicity are very 
little known ; and may appear to you very fingular— 
but, ſuch as they are, I am perſuaded they are too 
deeply rooted in my mind, ever to admit of any 
change. The buſy buſtling life of courts I much diſ- 
like; their empty pomp and grandeur J deſpiſe; and 
only look to that mode of life, where virtue and in- 
tegrity are careſſed.— Having fulfilled each duty in- 
cumbent on me as a Chriſtian and a Man, I conſider 
all the reſt with the utmoſt indifference—Therefore, I 
think it dangerous for me in the extreme, to form a 
connection, where ſolid joy and peace are ſcarcely 
known ; where pure and ſtable comforts are con- 
temned; and where principle and rectitude will meet 
with cold negle& and no return. 


Lady Milford, Major Faulkener, this I have not 
deſerved from you, 

Ferdinand. (catching hold of her hand) Your pardon, 
madam, we are alone—the ſubject, the circumſtance, 
the occaſion, that brings me hither—all, all juſtify, 
nay force me to ſpeak thus freely to you; and to open 
to you the very receſſes of my heart—for, does it not 
ſhock even the moſt common mind, to ſee you fo far 
forget yourſelf; ſo deplorably humiliate yourſelf in the 
eye of the world; and above all, in your own eye 


thus to remove every ſacred band of reſtraint thus 
to burſt and violate the hallowed laws of decency and 


decorum—thus to unlock the very ſprings of modeſty 
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and reſerve ; and with unguarded warmth to ruſh into 


the arms of a dull heavy Prince, who knows not to 


value in you aught but your mere ſex, which, having 
once rapaciouſly enjoyed, he will whiſtle you off his 
hands; and ſee you then eclipſed in never-ending 
ſhame, ſtained with infamy's eternal blot, 

Lady Milford. ( ſcarcely able to ſupport this ,ſjeech, 
during which time ſhe makes frequent attempts to riſe, 
but is as often prevented by Ferdinand, who immediately 
catches hold of her hand.) Have you done, Sir? 

Ferdinand. Nay, Lady Milford, but to drag on this 
hated life—to plunge with ardour, as you do, into 
this chaos of vice and fin; to dive into this ocean of 


impurity and defamation :—Is it not the very height of 


female weakneſs and depravity—rank, wanton paſ- 
ſion—foul propenſity to pleaſure and deſire ?—You 
call yourſelf a Briton too—Make it appear ſo.—You 
a native of that far-famed iſle, for elevated acts of 
worth renowned ?—Impoſlible ! a nation, proud of it- 
ſelf; and juſtly ſo—And can an Engliſhwoman, doat- 
ing on the virtue of her native home, ſo ſink herſelf, 
as to be attached—to cling to the vitiated morals of 
our foreign climes ?—(w:t/ increaſed animation) You 
a Briton ?—You a free-born native of the freeſt coun- 
try under Heaven, and ſell yourſelf for 


(looking at her with ine fable contempt)—let me not fog 
for what ; leſt every noble mind in Britain's fair do- 


mains, like Ferdinand Faulkener here {ftrihing his 
breaſt) ſhould, with an honeſt pride, ſpurn and reject 
Jane Milford's heart and — I have 


done, 
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Lady Milford. (with both mildneſs and dignity) 
This is the firft time, Major Faulkener, that any one 
has ever dared to hold ſuch language to me; and you are 
the only man, whom I would deign to anſwer. —— For 


| rejefting my hand, I eſteem you—For calumniating 


my heart, I pardon you. Whoever preſumes to offer 
an affront of this kind to a lady, who has it in her 
power to ruin him in a day's time, muſt either have 
loſt his ſenſes; or muſt give her credit for great ele- 


vation of mind: But you have rouſed all the En- 


gliſhwoman in me; and it is but a debt due to my 
country, to make you a ſuitable reply, 

Ferdinand. Madam, I am all attention, 

Lady Miuford. Hear then, fir, what I have never 
yet diſcloſed to a ſingle perſon in the world; nor ever 
will to any other, whilſt Jam in being, I am not the 
wild adventurer you take me for—I could talk big, 
and boaſt ot old and noble blood; for I am lineally 
deſcended from the unfortunate Thomas, duke of Nor- 
folk, who in the year 1572, fell a ſacrifice in the 
cauſe of hapleſs Mary, Queen of Scots. My father 
was. accuſed of treacherous intelligence with the court 
of France, — He was by a decree of the Parliame®t of 
Great Britain condemned, and was accordingly be- 
headed—All our eſtates became forfeited to the 
Crown ; and we were obliged to fly our country—My 
poor dear mother died on the very day of my father's 
execution, I wes leit an orphan, fourteen years old 
came to Germany, accompanied only by an aged go- 
verneſs— a caſe of jewels our only means of ſubſiſt- 
ance; ard this family croſs, hung around my neck by 
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| my dear mother's hand. (taking the croſs from her 


boſom.) 
Ferdinand. (much affefted by this narrative.) 
Lady Milford. My health injured by incredible 


fatigues—deprived at once of my fortune, and of all : 


my Cazzling expectations; without protection, and 
devoid of friends :—my mind oppreſſed with ills too 
weighty to ſupport, I arrived at Hamburg- had never 
learned any thing but a little French and muſic ; there- 
fore, there was nothing, that I could turn my hand to, 
in order to ſatisfy the calls of penury and want; ſave 
this ſole caſket, which contained all our treaſure, and 
our whole reſource—Six years thus paſſed in wretched- 
neſs and diſtreſs—At length the laſt jewel went; and, 
as if the meaſure of my woes was not yet full, and 
aught was ſtill wanting to complete my fate, my ſole 
ſurviving friend on earth, my aged governeſs—ſhe, 
who reared me from my infant ſlate, watched all my 
years, and trembling viewed my griets—ſhe, who even 
in my bittereſt days was all my mind could wiſh—even 


this laſt ſource of comfort, by the inexorable and un- 
ſparing hand of death was torn from me—Then was I 


left in the wide world defenceleſs and forlorn—Not 
even the correfting power of time could alleviate the 
ſeverity of this laſt blow, or ſooth my aching breaſt— 


At this time, fate, adverſe fate, brought your Prince to 


Hamburg—Once upon a ſummer's eve, I do remember 
well; I walked along the cooling ſhore, and, fondly 
muſing on the Allſter's banks, I ſaw the Prince ap- 
proach me—He threw himfelf at my feet; ſwore he 
had ſeen me often, and avowed the tendereſt paſſion for 
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me The picture of my happy childhood now ſtruck 
my fancy with ſeducing brightneſs and reſiſtleſs force. — 
my dark and lamentable proſpects of futurity now 
appeared in their moſt gloomy form- pleaſed with the 
Prince's captivating air, —he with a melting voice im- 
ploring me to liſten to his vows, —and my warm heart 
ſuſceptible of love all, all diſarmed my youthful mind 
of prudence and of thought —1I could no more, and 
ſunk into his arms. (much affected) 

Ferdinand, Heavens! Madam, what do I hear P 
Is it poſſible ? How can you pardon the unparalleled 
afront that I have offered to your Ladyſhip ? 

Lady Milford. Was it wonderful, that, thus fituated ; 
expoſed to temptation, unguarded by wiſdom, I ſhould 
forget firſt the reſtraints of prudence, then the obliga- 
tions of virtue ?---The Prince thus took me by ſur- 
priſe ; but the blood of the Norfolks revolted within 
me, and ſeemed to call to me Jane, born of Britiſh 
blood, and now a Prince's concubine! Pride and fate 
were ſtruggling in my breaſt, when the Prince brought 
4 me to this place, where I was doomed to witneſs a ſtill 
| more tremendous ſcene----Like the falſe fierce Hyæna, 
that with voraciousneſs and cunning ſeeks for its 
deſtined prey, ſo did I ſee the nobles of this land ſatisfy 
their pampered taſte----To gratify their voluptuouſneſs, 
(who could have thought it ?) the very dictates of 
feeling and humanity were obliterated by theſe tyrants-- 
the Jaws of nature were inverted---the cloſe and ſacred 
ties between father and child were torn with violence 
aſunder; till even all nature was alarmed and ſtartled 
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at their unheard-of crimes. - Twas mine, Faulkener, 
to ſtep betwixt the tyger and the lamb; and from the 
Prince to force an oath, a facred oath, that tyranny 
ſhould ceaſe, and that humanity ſhould reign again! 
Ferdinand. Did you, Madam ?---Oh! 'twas heavenly 
in you; and may your efforts meet their juſt reward! 
Lady Milford. I thought theſe execrable deeds were 
paſt, and peace again reſtored; but this day I hear, 
that they have recommenced afreſh---But liſten---Not 
long after my arrival here, the city ſwarmed with 


Pariſian coquettes, who came to gain from me the 


Prince's heart; and ſome ſucceeded for a little ſpace, 
during which time they ſwayed the ſceptre, and by 
their tolly and caprice, cauſed much blood to flow--- 
but ſoon their reign was o'er—l faw them ſink before 
me alone prevailed—TI took the reins from off his 
Highneſs's neck, and guided him aright— He owned 
my wiſdom; and with applauding ſmiles repoſed in my 
embraces— Twas then your country firſt felt and 
perceived redemption's hand ( fhe pauſes, then looks at 
him with tenderneſs) Oh! that the man, to whom alone 
I wiſh to be known, muſt force me thus to boaſt, and 
annul my virtue, by holding it up to the light of ad- 


miration {—Faulkener! Faulkener! I have burſt the 


very priſon bars---have torn even death-warrants---1t 
has been mine to pour the healing balſam into wounds 
deemed incurable; and to aid the cauſe of the innocent, 
thrown into diſtreſs for want of protection and ſup- 
port---And now, that man comes to accuſe me, who 
alone can reward meh that man, whom perhaps my 
exhauſted fate has at laſt created to atone for all my 
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forrows paſt---that man, whom in my dreams already 
J embrace, and claſp to my heart with paſſion's tremb- 
ling warmth. 

Ferdinand. (greatly agitated and CITE her) No 
more---not a word more for Heaven's ſake; or I muſt 
leave you this moment, the I have offended you be- 
yond all hopes of pardon---But ſpare me now. 

Lady Milford. (in the ſofteſt tone of voice, catching 
hold of his arm) Should an unhappy miſerable wretch, 
oppreſſed with the conſciouſneſs of her ſhame; and 
ſhuddering with horror at the retroſpett of her paſt 
crimes---Should a penitent ſinner, labouring with the 
burden of her profane and impious lite, feel herſelf at 
once ſublimely elevated by the auimating call of 
virtue; and thus throw herſelf into your arms (eagerly 
ruſhung into his arms) for deliverance, in order to be 
led back to that path of rectitude, which ſhe has un- 
guardedly deſerted; and to be reſtored to that Heaven, 
forfeited by her guilt and imprudence; can you ſtart 
back from that fervid boſom, glowing with paſſionate 
awarmth--.Can you, I aſk, by ſo doing, drive ſuch a 
one, in {ad abedience to deſpair, to plunge and riot ſtill 
deeper in the vaſt and boundleſs ocean of infamy and 
vice ?--.Can you willingly cauſe a hapleſs being, 
(daring even the face of the Almighty, and ſhutting | 
her heart againſt all-ſelf admonition) to ruſh at once 
into the immenſe torrent of irreparable ruin and de- 
ſtruction; and ſcorn the thoughts of eternity's, tremen- 
dous ſcene (much aſfected and with great emotion)--You 
talked juſt now of Chriſtian duty---Faulkener awake !.-.- 
Be nat the man of words. ? 4 
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Ferdinand. (rifing in great agitation) Madam, in I 
honour I can hear no more—1 mut make you a free 
and open confeſſi n of a circumſtance, which, did you 
but know, yau would ceaſe to wound me with ſolicita- 
tions I can never grant. 2 

Lady Milford. Not now Not now, by all that is 
ſacred I cannot hear it now——My afflicted heart is 
bleeding with a thouſand ſtabs—Be it life, or death, I 
cannot hear it now ! (going) 

Ferdinand. (taking hold of her arm and preſſing her to 
ftay) Indeed, Madam, you muſt ; you muſt hear what 
J have to ſay; for, it will not only apologize for my 
blamable conduct towards you; but will be a ſufficient 
mitigation for all, that is paſt——1 have been much 
miſtaken in you Lady Jane I expected, and hoped to 
find you an object for my contempt I came hither, 
determined to excite your fierceſt hatred and reſent- 
ment—Happy had it been for both, if my plan had 
been crowned with ſucceſs—for, be not ſurpriſed, if I 
diſcloſe to you a ſecret, and acquaint you, that my heart 
is engaged {Lady Milford ſtarts back in anguiſh) Yes 
Lady Jane, my affections are rooted ; and my ſoul 
, hangs with idolatry on my angelic Louiſa——Be not 
diſpleaſed; for Ia m bleſſed, when J further tell you, 
that ſhe is not of rank, but the daughter of Miller, 
that unfortunate old man, who from loſſes in trade, now 
1 turns to his muſick for ſupport. 

3 Lazy Milfor i. claſps her hand in aſtoniſhment, and 

| Fo walks away from him,) 
| Feramand. ( following her) Your looks denote aſton- 
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ſenſe ſhould have taught me to overcome a paſſion, ſo 
beneath my birth---If ſo, I ſay, that duty claims a pre- 
vious thought; for I alone was culpable----"Twas I, 
who firſt diſturbed her golden days of peace;----Even 
now ſhe dreads the great diſparity between us; and will 
not yet conſent, that I ſhould lead her to the altar, and 
call her ever mine----Does not the voice of duty loudly 
call upon me, to fulfil her ſacred will; and quickly to 
reſtore the lovely maid her wonted peace of mind 
This can never be, until ſhe is wholly mine; and 
Lady Jane, it muſt be done ; for, need I alk, what i ts 
cool reaſon to reſiſtleſs love ? 

Lady Milford. (with the expreſſion of great affliftion) 
Major Faulkener, you are going to precipitate yours 
ſelf, me, and a third perſon into irrecoverable ruin. 

Ferdinand, Yourſglf, me, and a third perſon? I do 
not underſtand you, madam, 

Lady Milford. Then mark my words: (th pointed 
expreſſion) We muſt all infallibly be victims to your 
father's fatal precipitancy My paſſion gives way to 
my tenderneſs ; but my honour cannot. Our mar- 
riage is by this time the talk of all the land. The in- 
dignity, the affront, which I ſuffer, in being rejetted 
by a ſubjeft of the Prince, are indelible—All eyes are 
upon me Already envy triumphs ; and her ſneer is 
fixed. Manage you matters. with your father as 
you pleaſe—only remember, that I ſhall move heaven 
and earth, to avert the ſhafts of ignominy and ſcorn, 
which with fury and ſpleen will be hurled againſt my 
ſligmatized breaſt. 

Exit in violent agitation, Ferdinand, quite cons 
founded, following her. 


1 
+ 
5 
44 
s, 
8 
x 
* 
2 
2 
4 * 
3 
I 
* 
1 
i 
3 
* 
19 
1 
. 


38 CABAL AND LOVE, 


SCENE IV.—The Scene changes ie a Room in MiLs 
LER's Houſe. 


Lov1sa juft riſes from her harpſichord, and is going 
to leave the room ; but meeting her Father Juſt enter- 


ing. ſhe ſays to ham, 


Louiſa, Has not the Major been here within theſe 


three hours? 

Miller. No, a hw not ſeen him; and, from 
my love to you, I ſay, that I moſt ſincerely wiſh, that 
he would never enter theſe doors again—Huſh !—I 
think I hear him now coming up. 


SCENE V. 


Enter FERDINAND. 


Ferdinand. (entering frightened and out of breath) 
Has my father been here ? 

Louiſa. (alarmed) His father ?—Gracious God !— 
What will become of us? _-.;: 

Meller. Let him but come. 

Ferdinand. (eagerly embracing Louiſa.) Thou art 
mine, Louiſa; were even the celeſtial powers to in- 
tervene—Oh! let me once more repoſe upon that hea- 
venly breaſt. —Such an hour is juſt now paſt, —Oh, 
Louiſa ! it was a terrible one, | 

Louiſa. Oh, ſpeak !—What hour !—Let me but 
know the worſt. 

Ferdinand. An hour, my life, when 'twixt my heart 

and thee, did a third perſon force her powerful way— 
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an hour, when my own conſcience checked me for 
my love an hour, when my Louiſa ceaſed to be all 
my bliſs on earth. 

Louiſa. (ſhe finks down on a chair quite depreſſed) 

Ferdinand, ( pauſes and fixes his eyes on her with ex- 
treme fondneſs) No—never—never, Milford, you aſk 
too much.—No—by the eternal God above, I will not 
violate my oath, which warns me like Heaven's own 
thunder, through that fading eye.——Milford look 
there ! and wonder, if you can—There fix your eyes, 
if you dare own a heart of feeling—And you too, un- 
natural fire ! hither direct your auſtere looks; then bid 
me, if you can, lead this heavenly lamb to ſacrifice 
and fate. That boſom you would have me turn into 
a ſcene of hell—But I will thwart your narrow 
ſchemes—defeat your malice, and confront your 
rage (with animation) — Les, I'll conduct her to the 
throne of God ; and the all-righteous Judge will there 
atteſt, that, paſſion, founded as mine is, forms the 
grand ultimatum of all earthly bliſs. — Courage, my 
beauteous love! I return triumphant from the peri- 
lous ſtrife. 

Louiſa, Something lurks beneath thoſe words—I 
dread the event—But tell me all—Declare the ſen- 
tence, awful tho' it be; and, unrepining I'll ſubmit to 
fate. Thou ſpokeſt juſt now of Lady Milford—I 
fear to aſk it—But what of Milford's name ?—I am 
told ſhe is going to be married. 

Ferdinand, To me, Louiſa—ſuch is my father's 
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Louiſa. ( pauſes, then with the deepeſt anguiſh) But 


why this tremor and ſurpriſe ?—The old man told me. 


long ago I never could be thine; but I believed him 
not ( ſhe runs weeping into her father's arms). Father, 
take back your daughter to your indulgent arms.— 
Pardon, dear father, the fault was not your child's, 

Miller. My Louiſa! my child! my only child !— 
(turning to Ferdinand) Oh, Major! Major! What 
wretchedneſs have you not entailed on my poor aged 
head !—See there, ( pointing to Louiſa Ho altered 
from her former ſelf! How ſunk beneath ſharp ſor- 
row's blighting blaſt ! 

Ferdinand. But it will ſoon be over—for, all my 
father's plans I will ſoon counteract, and reſtore to 
you, old man, peace and joy. (going) 

Louiſa, O go not now—but ſtay—Did'ſt thou not 
ſay thy father would be here ?—Oh, do not quit us in 
this dreadful hour. 

Ferdinand. (taking Louiſa's hand) As I do hope for 
mercy on my ſoul, and wiſh for pardon in the hour of 
death, hear and receive my hallowed oath—that, that 
moment, which ſeparates theſe hands, unlinks alſo the 
chain of exiſtence between the world and me. (looling 
rather wild). 

Louiſa. Hold! be not raſh—thou trembleſt and art 
pale—thine eye-balls roll—Ferdinand, look not fo, 
thou terrifieſt me. zi 

Ferdinand. Fear not, Louiſa, I do not tremble; 
nor am I pale. If my eye-balls roll, they do but tell 
thee that my mind is fixed, Heaven has not 'a more 


exquiſite, nor a more admirable gift to make, than 
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thoſe precious and delightful moments; when the 
heart, pent up, and ſtruggling with its pain, is by 
ſome bleſſed and unheard of grace relieved. That was 
Juſt now my caſe, Now to my father (going, he 
meets the Preſident, who juſt enters.) 


SCENE VI. 


Enter PRESIDENT wth a retinue of Servants. 
Preſident. (entering) Oh, there he is. 


Ferainand. In the houſe of innocence. 

Preſident. (turning to Miller) Are you the father? 

Miller. My name is Miller. 

Ferdinand. ( ſpeaking to Miller) You had better lead 
Louiſa out of the room; for 1 am afraid ſhe is very ill. 

Preſident. There is no occaſion for that—T'll go to 
her—(to Louiſa) How long have you been acquainted 


with the Preſident's ſon ? 


Louiſa. That is a queſtion, ſir, which I have never 
aſked Major Faulkener I have known ſince laſt No- 
vember, 

Preſident. Has he ever given you any aſſurances ? 

Ferdinand. Of the moſt ſacred kind, ſome minutes 
ago, invoking Heaven to atteſt my hallowed vows. 

Preſident. Will you be ſilent, ſir ? (to Louiſa) I 
wait for a reply. 

Louiſa. He has ſworn me love. 

Preſident. Did you accept of his raſh oath ? 

Louiſa. Our vows were mutual. 

Prefident, As is uſual with girls of your diſſolute 
line of life, 
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Ferdiland. in a rage) Hell !—W hat was that? 

Louiſa. (with- dignity) Major Faulkener, now you 
are free. 

Ferdinand. Sir, let me tell you, tho' I ſee you know 
it not, that, virtue, even in the beggars garb, com- 
mands reſpect. 

Preſident. Very pretty indeed the father is to re- 
ſpect the ſon's miſtreſs ! 

Loui ſa. Heavens and earth !—Is it come to this? 

Feruinand. Sir, you had once a life to aſk of me 


It is now paid. From this hour all obligations of fihat 


piety are cancelled, 


Miller, (coming forward) Your Excellency muſt 


give me leave to ſay, that I think your conduct in my 


houſe exceedingly improper and highly blamable,— 
Hitherto I have been filent ; but, if I witneſs a fingle 
affront more to my child, I fhall forget the difference 
between us; and give her that protection, which be- 
comes her father. 5 | 

Preſedent. (enraged ) Raſcal! Villain !—What do 
you. mean by this impudence to a man of my cha- 


racter ?—But I'll ſoon manage matters for you, de- 


pend upon it. 

Miller. (indignant) Raſcal ? Villain? Sir, do you 
imagine, that this language becomes you ?—Or do 
you think, that it adds to your dignity or ſtation ?2—If 
lo, I pity you, Sir; and look with ſovereign contempt 
on the man, who is incapable of feeling his ſuperiority 


which is the mere reſult of adventitious chance, with- 


out the low deſpicable inſolence of triumph. 
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Prefident. (to ſome of his ſervants) Get ſome con- 


ſtables immediately Servants exeunt|—{(walking about 
the room in @ rage) To priſon with that old varlet—to 
the pillory with the girl Juſtice ſhall ſatisfy my 
wrath; and this affront ſhall be dearly paid for. 
That ſuch a ſcoundrel ſhould counteratt ., my plans! — 
Damnation !—Shall theſe wretches go unpuniſhed for 
ſetting thus the father againſt the ſon ?—No—the 


whole race—father, mother, and girl, ſhall be victims 
to my vehemence, and rage. 

Ferdinand. (his eyes conſtantly fixed on Louiſa with 
great anxiety) Be not afraid—I am with you. I will 
ſee no force or violence uſed againſt you. turning to 
his father) Be not too haſty, fir. If you have any re- 
gard for yourſelf or me, uſe no violence, There is a 
place in my heart, where the name of father has never 
yet been heard; I pray you, fir, preſs not there— 
pierce not the regions of that ſacred ſphere ; left, un- 
awares, and quite thrown off my guard, I utter things 
—then, ſir, nature will ſhudder at unthought of crimes, 
committed by a man, reputed juſt, 

Preſident. Peace, ſenſeleſs fool !—nor dare to raiſe 
my fury higher than it is. 

Miller. I'll ſee, whether juſtice can be done to in- 
jured innocence—l'll go this inſtant to his Highneſs 
the Prince, and look for mercy in a caſe like ours. 

Preſident. To the Prince—do you ſay ?—Don't you 
know, blockhead, that I am the threſhold, over which 
you muſt unavoidably paſs; or break your neck ? —— 
To the Prince?—Yes, if you have a mind to be all 
your days locked up in a tower forty feet high. 
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SCENE VII. 


Enter CONSTABLES. 


Ferdinand. (runs to Louiſa. who ts overpowered by 
her fears, and reſts on Ferdinand's boſom) Help! help! 
this inſtant help !—Louiſa !—Her fears have quite 
overpowered her. 

Miller. { putting on his hat, and taking down his cane 
that hangs upon a nail in the corner of the room) With 
all my heart, if it muſt be. 


Preſident, Lay hold of the girl, (to the conſtables) 
1 fay—In the name of his Serene Highneſs, your 
Prince, I charge you to lay hold of her immediately. 


Conſtables. (are going to obey the Preſedent's com- 
manis)\. 


Ferdinand. protecting Louiſa) Keep your diſtance, 


Taſcals! or dread my furious wrath. 


Preſident. (to the Conſtables) Mind what I ſay, 
blockheads, or—— 
Conſtables. ( forcing their way towards Louiſa.) 
Ferdinand. Off! dire bloodhounds, off nor, on 
your lives approach another ſtep ! 


Pręſident. Muſt I ſpeak again, ſcoundrels?—Lay 
bold, I ſay. | 

Conſtables. (again forcing their way towards Loma). 

Ferdinand. (quite enraged, he takes both ſword and 
\ ſheath from his ſide and forces back the Conſtables) Vil- 
| lains! again I wary you to keep your diſtance—{to his 


father) Sir, I would adviſe you not to drive me to ex- 
tremity. 
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Preſident. (to the Conſtables) Slaves las you value 


your bread, obey my commands. 

Ferdinand, Sir, I once more beg of you not to 
drive me to extremity, 

Preſident. (to the Conſtables) Don't mind my ſan— 
Lay hold, I ſay. 

Conſtables. (with increaſed violence forcing their way 
towards Louiſa). 

Ferdinand. If it muſt be, Juſtice! pardon me. 
(draws his ſwori, and, in defending Louiſa, he wounds 
ſome of the Conſtables). 

Prefident, (enraged) I'll ſee, whether I am to feel too 
the point of his ſword—{the Preſedent forces his way to- 
wards Lomſa; lifts her from the ground, and gives her 
to the Conſtables). 

Ferdinand. Sir, you'll drive me deſperate—Rage is 
in my heart Do you perſiſt ? 

Preſident. Away with her (to the Conſtables), 

Louiſa ts now between two Conſtables ; the one having 

hold of her Tight hand, the other of her left. 

Ferdinand. (puſhes back with force one of the Conſta- 
bles ; then, he puts one arm around Louſa's waiſt ; with. 
the other he reſts the point of his ſword againſt her 
breaſt) Do you perſiſt, ſir ?—Rather than my Louiſa 
ſhould endure your affronts, I'll pierce her to the 


heart //till reſting the ſword on Loutſa's breaſt) Do you 
perſiſt, fir? 


Preſident. Puſh home, I ſay, if the point of your 
ſword will do, 


Ferdinand. (leaving hold of Louiſa, and puttin» up 
tus ſword) Almighty God! who ſeeſt the emotion of 
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all hearts, thou art witneſs, that I have left no human 


means untried—Now I am compelled to uſe diabolical 


ones (io the Conſtables, with an elevated voice) Away 


with her to priſon! ( ſtaring wildly and graſping his fa- 
ters arm toith eagerneſs ; then whiſpering into has ear, 
get fo as to be heard) In the mean while I muſt to 
Court; and tell 'em all a tale, whereby they may 
know the ſhorteſt way to get at a Preſident's chair. 
[ Exit haſtily. 
Pręſident. (thunderſtruck) Stop! Ferdinand, flop !— 
Come back! I ſay—(to the Conſtables quite alarmed) 
Set her free this moment, Exit. 


END OF TRE SECOND ACT, 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. A Room in the PRESIDENT's Houſe, 
Enter PRESIDENT and Secretary WORM, 


PRESIDENT. 


Tuts affair turned out curſedly unlucky. 

Worm. Exactly as I expected, begging your Excel- 
lency's pardon—You ſhould have been a little more 
upon your guard He did before threaten to diſcloſe 
the whole. 

Preſident. Ves but I did not, I could not. believe 
him in earneſt -I conſidered it merely as the reſult of 
paſſion; and I paid no attention to what he ſaid—But 
when I reflect in cool blood upon the manner in which 
he warned me not to make him deſperate, I confeſs I 
did wrong to truſt to him ſo far—However, there is 
no harm done; you recalled him in time, and told 
him that his girl was ſet free by my command, 

Vorm. I did, fir; and ſaw him return to Miller's, 
where I ſuppoſe that he now is But give me leave 
to obſerve to your Excellency, that you did very 
wrong ever to have given your ſon the ſmalleſt hint 
about your predeceſſor's death. You know the prin- 
ciples, that he imbibed early at college. The upright 
notions of honour and truth, to which he has hitherto 
been a very ſlave, muſt render him a very unfit perſon 
to be entruſted with a ſecret of this kind, 
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* Preſident. But, to be ſure, Worm, you are not igno- 
rant of my motives for ſo doing fondly thought to 
have found in him the ſame ambitious views, that I 
have expected him to have beenrejoiced at the news; 
and diſpoſed to ſecond my plans towards the fulfilling 
all my darling projects. But you know, how I have 
been miſtaken, and how I have been thwarted in every 
thing I have undertaken, 

Worm. We will not give up all yet, fir.—To be 
ſure, there was no occaſion for your ſon Ferdinand to 
have known any thing about this affair; for, what 
could be better managed? — You aſked your prede- 
ceſſor to ſupper—he came—You were alone together 
—You finiſhed, I remember, a couple of bottles of 
| Burgundy ; then called for cards; and at piquet you 
ſat till four o'clock the next morning. He never 
heard it ſtrike five——Every one lamented the apo- 
plectic fit, that carried him off ſo ſuddenly; and you 
were unanimouſly elected his ſucceſſor. Was it not 

all admirably managed ? 
| Preſident. But, what ſignifies the mention of all this 
now ?—The harm is done, and cannot be undone—1 
almoſt deſpair of ſuccels at preſent—the game is over. 

Worm. Your Excellency's pardon—You have ſtill 
cards left in your hands, whereby you may yet reco- 
ver your game. —I have a plan, which, if followed, 
I am ſure, cannot fail of ſucceſs, 

Preſident. Come, come, let us hear it this moment. 

Worm. 1 muſt be moſt egregiouſly miſtaken in all 
my obſervations on human nature, if the Major be not 
a man of remarkably ſtrong paſſions, and quick feel- 
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ings—conſequently, under the impulſe of jealouſy he 
muſt be as violent as he 1s under that of love—Now, 
Sir, my plan 1s, to work him up to as high a pitch of 
jealouſy as we poſſibly can—This to effect, we have 
only to make him ſuſpicious of this Louiſa Miller; 
and to go to work with ſuch, cunning and art, as at 
laſt to render her to him an object of the utmoſt 
deteſtation. 

Preſident. Yes, Worm, but how ?—Tis a very 
good plan, but I am afraid it will prove to be one of 
your impracticable ones. 

Worm. I pledge myſelf to your Excellency to put it 
into execution—Firſt, be ſo kind as to open your mind 
a little more to me How far do you mean to perſiſt 
in this alliance with Lady Milford? 

Preſident. What a queſtion! Don't you know, that 
all my power is in danger, if I do not ultimately ſuc- 
ceed in this affair—Conſider how the matter ſtands— 
Court and city talk of nothing elſe—Lady Milford has 
not denied the truth of the report ; therefore, if the 
match now go off, I do not know, what may be the 
conſequence ;—for it is madneſs to ſuppoſe, that her 
Ladyſhip will put up with an affront of this kind 
without revenging herſelf upon the author to the 
utmoſt of her power—And who 1s the author but the 
Preſident ?—Who would have thought Ferdinand fool 
enough to reject a connection of the higheſt kind ?— 
Worm, we mult bring it about ſome way or other :— 
or, ruin May enſue 
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Worm. Now I ſee, fir, how the land lies; and I 
know what I have to do—The Major muſt be entangled 
in the niceſt web of ſubtlety and craft As for the 


girl; the very power which ſhe poſſeſſes over him, 


will prove our moſt propitious weapon—W hat we 
have to do, is this—We muſt ſo contrive, as to exact 
from her a love-letter to athird perſon, written by her 
own hand, which letter we muſt carefully throw in 
the Major's way Vour Excellency will be pleaſed to 
conſider what I ſay—her own hand-writing to be read 
by her own doating Major—it this medicine do not 
operate, diſmiſs Worm the next morning. 

Preſudent. (pleaſed) A droll idea, upon my ſoul,— 
But do you take the girl for an ideot? Do you ſup- 
poſe, that ſhe will quietly fit down, and fign her own 
death's warrant ? 

Worm. She muſt and will, if you leave the buſineſs 
in my hands—I know her thoroughly—-There are but 
two weakſides, that we can poſhbly work upon, 
namely, her father and the Major—Now, after the 
ſcene, that paſſed at Miller's this morning, nothing is 


eafier in the whole world, than to threaten the old man 


with an action In the mean time, we muſt arreſt him 
immediately ;—And having ſecured him, this precious 
letter I juſt now mentioned to you, mult be forced from 
the girl, as a ranſom for the father's deliverance—To 
enſure our ſucceſs, the mother muſt be likewiſe ſe- 
cured—then leave the reſt to me—I ſhall inſtantly go 
to the girl; and obtain the letter, as the ſole exiſting 


means of freeing her father and mother from impriſon- 
ment and riſk of death. 
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- Preſident, Yes, but Worm, don't let the matter be 
too ſerious- | 
Worm. Oh dear fir, it cannot—Your Excellency 


cannot imagine how ſhe doats on her father—The 


danger of his life ;—the reflection of having it in her 
power to releaſe him ;—the reproaches of her own 
conſcience in having been acceſſary to his confine- 
ment ;—the utter impoſſibility of ever being able to 
poſſeſs the Major;—all, all will moſt powerfully 
coincide to forward the completion of the ſcheme— 
She muſt inevitably fall into the ſnare, 

Preſident. But you do not conſider my ſon—ſhould 
he get the ſmalleſt hint or item of the matter, all our 
deſigns will again be air, 

Vorm. I ſhall take care of that--there ſhall be 
nothing to apprehend; for, after ſhe has written the 
letter, I ſhall tell her, that even that will nought avail, 
if ſhe do not allo take a ſolemn oath, never to reveal 
the ſubject of that letter to any one in being. 

Preſident. Pſhaw! —What's in an oath Worm? 

Worm. Nothing, fir, to you or to me, but to them a 
very bulwark to overleap—Take my word for it, fir— 
it will do—And it all ſhould fall out as I expect, I ſhall 
ſoon be able to conciliate matters with the parents; and 
to convince the girl, that my views were perfectly 
upright, I will offer her immediate marriage. : 

Pee ent. (much pleaſed; Ah Worm!—I give up to 
you—'tis Satan's own web, you dog !—'tis well con- 
trived: — The ſcholar beats his maſter all to pieces— 
Now the only queſtion is—to whom ſhall this letter be 
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directed? Who is to be this third perſon—{after a lit- 
tle thought) Why not the Baron, Baron Mindheim ? 

Worm. With all my heart, fir, Only were my name 
Louiſa Miller, the Baron certainly would not be the 
object of my choice. 

Prejident. Why not ?—a plenty of caſh—an empe- 
ror's wardrobe—but a pretty ninny, ſure enough 
But he will do for our purpoſe. I ſhall ring the bell, 
and ſend for the Baron. frings) 


Worm, And whilſt your Excellency is occupied 


about the warrant, I ſhall go and compoſe a letter, 
proper for the ſubject. 
Preſident. Very well, only let me ſee it, when it is 


finiſhed, [ Exit Worm, 
(The Preſident goes to the table in arder to write the 
warrant,) 


Enter SERVANT, 


Preſident. Here take this warrant and tell the con- 
ſtables, that it muſt be put immediately into execution 
—Bid ſome of the other ſervants ſtep to Baron 
Mindheim with my compliments; and it it be con- 


yenient to him, I ſhould be obliged to him to favour. 


me with his company for half an hour. 


Servant. The Baron's carriage, fir, juſt ſtops at your 


door. 
Preſident. Oh chen —deſire him to walk up. 
| Exit Servant. 
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SCENE II.—PRESID ENT and BARON MINDHEIM, 


Baron. (in a hurry) En paſſant mon cher, 1 could 
not forego the pleaſure of juſt calling for a how do 
you do We ſee nothing of you now at Court—What 
can be the reaſon ?—To be ſure, you are going to 
night to ſee the grand Opera of Dido—Oh! there will 
be ſuch magnificent ſcenery—/pefacle d rauir, mon 
ami. 

Preſident. No, no, Baron, I have ſcenes enow in 
my own houſe to take up my attention—You come 
very d propos; for I want to ſpeak to you about ſome 
matters, which, if they fall out as I apprehend, muſt 
inevitably ruin both you and me at Court for ever, 

Baron. Bon Dieu !—W hat is all this?—Tell me 
quickly. 

Pre/ident. As. ſaid before, ruin both you and me 
for ever. In a word, then, you know my project in 
regard to Ferdinand and Lady Milford—You know 
too, after what is paſſed, of what importance it is to 
us, that this connection ſhould take place—But I ſee 
no probability of it; for the Major flies off, 

Baron. Flies off ?—What !—Change his mind ?— 
Que diable! I have mentioned it to the whole court 
No one talks of any thing elſe. 

Preſident. Yes—and for aught I know, vou will 


have to paſs in the eyes of the whole court for a noto- 


rious liar—He is in love with ſome one elſe. 
Baron. Ah ! vous badinez —In love with another! 


What does that ſignify ? 
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Preſdent. Signify ! Not a ſtraw, I know that very 
well; but with Ferdinand it is an inſurmountable bar. 

Baron. Is it poſſible ?—Mepriſer ſa fortune de telle 
maniere /—Not have Lady Milford? 

; Preſident. Only aſk him the queſtion ; and you will 
hear what he has to ſay ? 

Baron. Parbleu! What can he have to ſay ? 
Prejident. Mindheim, we muſt take care of ourſelves 
———-Ferdinand threatens to diſcover the iniquitous 
means, by which we have got advanced ;---and to re- 
veal the ſeveral forgeries of which we have been 
guilty,—In ſhort, I do not know what will become of 
us, if you don't help us out. 

Baron. Diantre !—W hat ! betray us? Nous livrer 
dans les mains de la juſtice ?-Oh! what can I do to 
avert this blow ?—Mazs dites mon cher. | 

Preſident. And I forgot to tell you another piece of 
news ; and that 1s, that the young French favourite, 
Monſieur de Monville has it in contemplation, to 
pay his addreſſes to her Ladyſhip—You know he is 
liked at court ;—There can be no doubt of his ſucceſs 
hen he will look prettily over our heads, 

Baron. Vous m'enragez—Monville ?—What ? My 
mortal foe ? | 

Preſident. (hardly able to conceal his pleaſure at hear- 
ing this) Whoſe mortal foe ; 

Baron. Did you never hear of that damned trick he 
played me the other night at the Opera? — We are at 
this time abſolutely at drawn daggers, — Monville 
marry Lady Milford? - Sacre! 
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Preſident. I never heard of this affair before But 
we'll ſpeak more about it another time. 

Baron, A French petit maitre, who came here from 
Paris pas un Louis d'or dans la poche—to be advanced 
to ſuch a rank ue le diable l emporte! 

Preſident. Well, Mindheim, this is the man, that is 

to marry Lady Milford; and who is to be the firſt per- 
ſon at court. 
Baron. Mon cher Preſident— This will indeed be my 
coup 4e g race; — But, don't you know any means, 
whereby we might prevent this impending ſtorm?— 
Be it ever ſo difficult, we will attempt it—Grand 
Dieu What would I not do de chagriner ce coquin de 
Monville? : 

Preſident. I know but one thing; and that reſts 
with you, 

Baron. (rqo.ced) With me l- mille graces—Do but 
name it. | 

Preſident. To create a breach between Ferdinand 
and his girl 
Baron. I create a breach But how 7 

Preſident. If once by any ways or means, we be 
able to create in Ferdinand's mind a ſuſpicion of the 
girl's fidelity, ſucceſs is at hand. 

Baron. Do you mean that I ſhould elope with her? 

Preſident. No, no—ſomething deeper than all that 
No ſuch ſhallow plans—He might then ſuppole, 
that ſhe was carried off by force, No, Baron, we 
muſt manage ſo, that conviction of her falſehood muſt 
even ſtare him in the face; and he mult be ſure of 
having a rival—and you are to be this rival. 
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Baron. De tout mon ceur—She is of good family and 
rank, I take for granted. 
Preſident. Indeed ſhe is not—But what is that to the 
purpoſe ?— —She is the daughter of Miller the mu- 
lick maſter. | 

Baron, Comment Bourgeoiſe Oh!] that will ne- 


ver do for me mon cher Preſident. Conſider a man 
of my conſequence and reputation at court. 


Prejident. (very cool) Well, well, Baron, juſt as 
you pleaſe for that—To me it is a matter of little im- 


I congratulate Monville on his good for- 


1 
ſhall inſtantly reſign all my employments, and leave 


the court. 
Baron. Et moi mon cher, what is to become of me? 


tune in being likely to be made prime miniſter 


You may well talk thus—Having been brought up to 
the bar, you can help yourſelf any where ; but, as for 
me, que faire Que deventr ! 

Preſident. J cannot help that— Vou will not do as I 
would have you. 
Baron. Mais oui—any thing—tell me only what I 
ſhould do. | 

Preſident. Will you conſent to give your name for 
a rendezvous— I mean, will you ſuffer a ſuppoſed let- 
ter to be directed to you by this Louiſa Miller's own 


hand? 


Baron. I will. 

Prefident. And will you ſo manage, as to throw it 
into Ferdinand's way, that he may find it; and, ſeeing 
that it comes from her, think himſelf deceived? 
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Baron. Par eæample— I'll call on him ſome time to 
morrow, and fo pull it out of my pocket as par hazard 
with wy handkerchief; and yet not ſeem to know it. 

Preſident. And, if requiſite, will you play your part 
of the lover as you ought to do? 

Baron. To be ſure I will— 7e ſuts au fait de tout ce 
qui regade Pamour. 

Prejident. Well, then, all will do; and we are 
friends again—To night you will call for the letter— 
You know the reſt, Mindheim. 

Baron. (taking out a card) J have now juſt a dozen 


viſits to make de la dermere importance. Celles 
faites, je ne manquerai pas de me rendre igi ſur le 
champ. Exit. 


Preſident. (calling after him) 1 depend upon your 
exactneſs Baron. 

Baron. (returning, he replies with an air of ſelf-con- 
ceit) Mais vous me connoiſſeꝛ mon cher Preſedent. | Exit. 


SCENE III.—PRESIůBEN T and WoRx. 


Worm. Miller and his wife are ſecured—Now will 
it pleaſe your Excellency juſt to read over this letter, 
that I have drawn up? 

Preſident. (having read it) Charming !—Incompa- 
rable ! — Worm—lIt will do vaſtly well—I have at laſt 
got the Baron to come into our plans; but, not with» 
out a great deal of dificulty—— Well, now, Worm, 
you know what you have to do—Fly immediately to 
Louiſa; and if you manage matters there, as you ex- 
pet; I ſay, that you are a much cleverer fellow, 
than I took you for. [Exeunt on ſeveral fides, 
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SCENE IV.—A Room in MiLLER's Houfe. 


The Scene diſcovers FERDINAND and LOU1SA. 


Louiſa. Ceaſe, deareſt Ferdinand ;—My mind is 
caſt in ſorrow's gloomy mould; and now I cannot 
even think of things, which were wont to raiſe my 
heart, however ſad; and delighted my very ſoul be- 
yond all power of ſpeech:—Yes, Ferdinand, thou 
wert indeed once my darling theme. When night's 
ſoft ſlumbers compoſed my mind, thou wert the ſub- 
Jet of my happy dreams: The morning gave me 
freſh delight; and all the live long day was joy and 
bliſs :—But, now the ſcene is changed—far other ob- 
je&s muſt engage my heart; and other duties muſt en- 
groſs my mind—I do not ſo much as think of happy 
days again---All my hopes are ſunk. 

Ferdinand. And mine are raiſed, My father is 
highly irritated, and will do his utmoſt to thwart us, 
But, hear, Louiſa—a thought, juſt now, vaſt and im- 
menſe as my own boundleſs paſſion, crowds on my 
troubled mind. Thou Louiſa, I and love——Is 
not all Heaven contained | 

Lauiſa. (fiopping ham) 1 ſhudder at _ thought--- 
1 ſee where it extends, 

Ferdinand. Why ſo, my lovely girl? What is the 
world to us ?—lts views were never ſuited to our 
minds—Why ſeek its cold approval Pr Why court its 
favour, or why beg its ſmiles ?—Rather, with hearts 
elate, and dignified ſouls, let us look down with pity 
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on their confined ſchemes; and ſoar above them with 
becoming pride, into the realms of rectitude and juſ- 
tice; conſcious, that all our actions proceed from virtue 
and irrefragable truths; ſurpaſſing far their bounded no- 
tions and their ſnallow views—{(w:th the utmoſt tenderneſs) 
Will notour affettion increaſe with our increaſing years? 
— Will not that heavenly eye as ſoftly gliſten, and as 
ſweetly rove, whether we traverſe rocks and burning 
ſands; or croſs the Rhine or Elbe, or ev'n the Baltic 
Sea ?---That country's mine, where my Louila's bleſt ; 
where ſhe can return my paſſion without fear; where 
no controul ſhal] mar our promiſed joy; where no 
parent's frown ſhall check each gladdened ſcene ; but 
both our boſums heave with mutual bliſs. | 

Louwja. My faithful Ferdinand, think of this plan 
no more—lIt can never bel have other duties to ful- 
fil. Let not that voice, to which I have ever liſtened 
with delight, now breathe a thought, to ſanction dif. 
obedience, 

Ferdinand, Whither we wander, whereſoe'er we 
go, Heav'n will protect us in the hour of need With 
minds awake to our Creator's praiſe ;—With hearts 
uplifted to his glorious throne, together will we tread 
the walk of life : — Whitherſoe'er we bend our 
lonely ſteps, a ſun will riſe to cheer the morning's 
dawn; a ſun will ſet to gild the evening's calm, and 
ſettle comfort in our happy breaſts; and, ſhould it pleaſe 
high Heaven's Almighty hand, to ſnatch us from this 
orbit here below, ſhall we not meet in purer realms 


above, where time no limit knows, nor bliſs alloy ;— 
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where the fond tear of parting is not felt ; nor dive 
misfortune's pang is ever known ?—//ceing Louiſa in 
tears) Divine Louiſa! Why thoſe tears? I have but 
told thee what our fate might be, if thou wouldſt uot 
refuſe admittance to theſe rays of perfect blils. 

Louiſa, Haſt thou no other duty to fulfil? 

Ferdinand. Thy repoſe and peace are my very firſt ? 

Louiſa. (earnefily) Then thou muſt leave me——1 
have a father, who is wrapped up in me, his only 
child —To-morrow he will be ſixty years of age 
Should I leave the poor old man a victim to the Pre- 
ſident's rage; and rob him of his only joy on earth ? 
It will not bear the thought My Faulkener, thou 
wouldſt not have me? 

Ferdinand. Oh! let thy apprehenſions ceaſe— He 
{hall not be left a victim to my father's rage—Louiſa, 
I have friends, to whom I could confide my life—they 
ſhall watch o'er thy father's ſafety; and under their 
protection he ſhall be ſecure againſt every poſſible in- 
Jury or affront, —-At one o'clock in the morning a 
chaiſe ſhall ſtop upon the plain, and thou, my love, 
wilt mark the time:—Then, in the dead of night, 
when father, mother, all are huſhed to reſt, then, 
Louiſa, wake for me !|—That moment we will fly. 

Louiſa. Yes; with thy father's curſe attending ug— 
with our own conſcience, ſtern reproach—two dread- 
ful curſes, Ferdinand, which will purſue us in our 
every ſtep; and ſerve to alienate our boaſted bliſs ;— 
Though my heart's fondeſt wiſh would then be ſealed, 
through lite to preſs thee to my doating breaſt—Tho' 
the world's giddy joy I ſhould deſpiſe, poſſeſſing thee, 
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ſole ſpring of all my hopes; yet, my beloved, it this 


can never be, without incurring my dear father's 
wrath and anger—lt theſe bright ſcenes of joy can 
ne'er be taſted, ſave by the breach of every filial tie ; 
then muſt I an arduous taſk perform, and try to ſum 
up all my power and ſtrength, to bear the loſs of all I 
have on earth. 

Ferdinand. (with great emotion) And wilt thou 
canſt thou thus coolly give me up aprey to miſery ?— 
Canſt thou thus plunge the dagger to my heart; then, 
bid me hve ? Oh! thy regard for me is cool in- 
deed. 8 

Louiſa. That to thy Louiſa, Ferdinand! ( pointing 
to her heart) Is it not ſufficiently torn here without 
inflicting any additional wounds ?—Oh! look but 
kinder; nor bite thy nether lip, as if thou wert in 
wrath ; for I am but ill prepared to bear thy frowns, 
whilſt my heart bleeds at what is now to paſs We 
are now to part—I am now about to loſe thee ! — for 
ever tool. (Ferdinand looks wild) For ever to ſepa- 
rate thoſe bonds of amity and love, which have ſo 
long ſuſtained me in the hour of woe ! 'tis too much 
enough to turn my very brain. 

Ferdinand. (his looks become more and more uneaſy, 
till they denote a violent agitation of mind. 

Louiſa. J alone am culpable---my giddy mind flat- 
tered itſelf with hopes by far too raſh and too pre- 
ſumptuous---.But my miſery is my puniſhment. 
Ferdinand, let me by my example, animate thy droop- 


ing and departing courage, Let me reſtore to a father 
his long loit child; and forget an alliance, which the 
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vaſt diſparity of our ſituations in liſe obliges me for 
ever to renounce——Oh! look not ſo, my beloved ; 
believe me, mine 1s a harder taſk than thine, 
Ferdinand. Peace, peace, my love! —My mind is 
on the rack—Every pulſe ſeems to ceaſe to beat: be- 
ing in me is as it were ſuſpended ( falling againſt the 
ſcene. ) 
Louiſa. ( falling on his boſom) But be adviſed 
Thy rebellious boſom will ſoon be calm—This is an 
hour that demands thy being collected. — Ferdinand, 
it is our parting hour (weeping) Thou haſt a heart—1 
know it — Give it to a better and to a more deſerv- 
ing perſon—Whoever poſſeſſes it, will not envy the 
happieſt of her ſex : Me ſhalt thou ſee no more 
The loſt Louiſa ſhall conſume her life in ſorrow and in 
tears— Think no more of her—Ferdinand, what are 
now my proſpetts of futurity ?—Think'ft thou not I 
ſhall now and then dwell on the fading picture of paſt 
ſcenes ? Ves, my beloved, the thought of paſt days 
will conſtitute my ſole delight—And ere we part, ac- 
cept this ſacred vow from thy Louiſa's lips, that ſhe 
never will be another's bride, ſince fate denies her to 
be thine. (burſts out of the room) 
Ferdinand. (with agitation falling on his knee) Di- 
vine Louiſa !—Another word! | 
| Louiſa. (returning) 'Tis true—this is your due ( ſhe 
falls upon his neck and embraces him) This and no 
more, Faulkener! deareſt Faulkener, a long farewell !, 
(is going, but under the ſudden impulſe of tenderneſs 
ſhe ruſhes ence more into his arms, and claſps him with 
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warmth) Eternal Providence protect thy ways! (is 
going.) Cs | 
Ferdinand. (in the accents of deſpair) Louiſa, ſtay! 
In the name of the All-wiſe, I do implore thee, ſtay! 
—We cannot, muſt not part—Thy father ſhall go with 
us; and we will all fly together—Oh! think of this, 
Louiſa — T o-morrow, early I'll be here to learn thy 
laſt reſolves—But, remember what thy ſentence bears | 
— Thy Ferdinand's fate is now ſuſpended by thy de- 
cree—Thou either bringſt him life; or worſe than 


' death. [ Exit haſtily. 
SCENE V.—LovisA alone. (ſitting down.) 
Louiſa. (loohing after him with affetion) Oh 


Faulkener! Faulkener! What a heart is thine 
Warm as life is thy love;—( pauſe) Oh, Heavens! 
if I look forward, what a dreadful view! ——*Tis 
now I feel with innate force, the hardeſt and 
ſevereſt lot, that can befall the human race——To 
live in the world with a ſuſceptible heart, and yet not 
dare to feel The fate is hard, beyond conception 


hard — Tis this, that ſwells the note of woe — Tis 
this, that wakes keen agony's nerve, 


But, where 
can my father ſtay ſo long? He promiſed me to re- 
turn within the ſpace of half an hour; and yet five 
tedious hours are ſince elapſed. Should any accident 
have prevented his return Why am I ſo alarmed ? 


(Enter Worm unpercetved) Tis only the effeft of my 
agitated mind. a 
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SCENE VI.—Lovisa and Wokm. 


Worm. Good evening, Miſs Miller, 

Louiſa. Heavens! what voice was that? per- 
ceiving Worm, ſhe ſtarts back with ſurpriſe) If you 
are looking for the Preſident, fir, he has been gone 
many hours ago. 

Worm, No, Miſs, I am looking for you. 

Louiſa. For me ?----Pray What is at your ſervice? 
Worm. I am ſent to you by your father. 

Louiſa. (alarmed) By my father? - Where is my fa- 
ther ? | 

Worm, Where he does not wiſh to be, 

Louiſa. For God's ſake, tell me quickly where he 
is, and eaſe my tortured mind, 

Worm. In prifon then, if you muſt know. 

Louiſa. looking towards Heaven) Mighty God !---. 
And was there need of this too ?——But why in 
priſon ? 

Worm. By order of the Prince, for diſreſpett to- 
wards his miniſter. | | 

Louiſa, By order of the Prince for diſreſpect to- 
wards his miniſter ?—Have you heard aught of Ferdi- 
nand too ? 


Worm. He is to chooſe Lady Milford, or his father's 
1rrevocable curſe, 

Louiſa. Dreadful alternative! My father in priſon 
the beloved of my heart forced to chooſe Lady 
Milford or his father's irrevocable curſe (ging deep- 
iy) And where is my mother, fir? 

Worm. In priſon too. 


dregs muſt I then ſip the cup of bitterneſs ?—Eternal 
Powers |—Suſtain my feeble frame—My fate is now 
complete—Now I am exempt from each attractive tie 
on earth—'a long pauſe) Have you any more tidings 
to communicate ?—You may ſpeak freely ; for, now 
I can hear any thing you have to ſay— 

Worm. What is paſt you know—(with a malicious 
ſmile.) 1 | 

Louiſa. Therefore not what is ſtill to come 
(looling at Worm with great contempt) Poor wretch !— 
what a miſerable trade is yours!—It can never anſwer 
your purpoſe—To make a fellow creature wretched, is 
terrible enough; but, with a hardened face; nay with 


a pleaſure too, to communicate the tale of grief—this 
is horrible indeed — In the very ear of the unfor- 


tunate to ſound the hideous note of woe; and ſmile at 
miſery's ſhriek—to ſee the human heart torn with 
reitleſs fury, and bleeding in it's tendereſt parts; and 


yet applaud the pang !—Oh Nature! Nature !—art thou 
indeed ſo baſe ?—Have I heard all ? 


. Worm. Aſk me no more queſtions. 

Louiſa. Creature of malice !—were you not brought 
up in the ſchool of cruelty ?—Elfe, where did you 
learn thus dextrouſly to wield the weapon of deſtruc- 
tion ?—Firſt with the tyger's ſtern ferocious eye to 
view the deſtined prey in all its parts; and, having 
found the weakeſt, there aim the deadly blow—Oh 
Heavenly Powers !—that man can thus ſo far deſcend to 


copy the brute creation's arts — Now tell me all; for 


K 
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Louiſa, (with anguſh) Good Heavens! To the very 
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in that dark and, plotting. face I ſee you ſtill have 
ſomething in reſerve—Pronounce it ſtraight— what 
I fate awaits my father? 

4 Morm. A criminal proces. 


- 


23 | Louiſa. A criminal proceſs —a little more explicit 
3 if you pleaſe, 

Aj Horm. He muſt be tried for life or DR 

I Louiſa, Thanks, fir, for this intelligence—(running 
. 1 into an adjoining room 


= Maorm. (rather alarmed) What can ſhe purpoſe ?— 
4 She ſurely cannot think of—TI'll follow her-.-I muſt 
=. take care, that ſhe does not lay violent hands upon her 
life—— {following Louiſa, who Ju enters with a cloak 
A under her arm) 

=. Lou iſa. You will excuſe me, Mr. N but I 
ee lock theſe doors after me. 

Worm. And where are you going, Miſs Miller ? 


Y Louiſa. To his Highneſs this moment (going) 

= Worm. Where? — When? (confuſed) 

3 | Louiſa. To his Highneſs the Prince, I tell you— 
3 To that ſame Prince who will try my father fof life 


1 der death. No- not. will, but muſt—becauſe one 
| or two villainous wretches chooſe, in order to ſerve 
their own infamous purpoſes, to blaſt the. brow of 
4 innocence with criminal fraud and guilt. 

3 | Worm. {forcing a laugh) To the Prince ?— Ha ha! 
ha!—Well! that is not a bad joke, 

Louiſa. Think you then, moſt fraudulent wretch, 
I do not underſtand your laugh ?—Yes, I know it well. 
but hear—I- want no pity. from his Highneſs's 
hands, Princes, I have been told, whoſe wiſhes at 
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all times are fulfilled as ſoon as known, are ignorant 
what miſery is therefore, I'll haſte to the Prince this 
moment. — I'll paint the ſubje& in its moſt bold and 
glaring colours; and in his ear I'll ſhriek what miſery 
is—Deſpair's all-hideous ſounds ſhall re- echo through 
his heart—The voice of wretchedneſs ſhall pierce his 
frame, and penetrate his very ſoul—and if he flart not 
at the glowing tale; and if his hair ſhould not yet 
ſtand an end, I'll tell him ſtill another truth, that 
there will be a period, when time ſhall have un- 
plumed the pageantry of grandeur, and withered the 
arm of power—that, in the hour of death, which 
ſoon or late muſt once arrive, the lungs even of 
Princes will begin to fail them, to gaſp and pant for 
'vent; that, underground precedency's a jeſt—there 
prince, monarch, beggar, fide by {ide conſume (going) 

Worm. (maliciouſly friendly) Oh go by all means 
I adviſe you to it; for I give you my word, that his 
Highneſs will comply. 

Louiſa. What is that you ſay? (returning) What 
ſhall I d9?—I ſurely ought not to go, ſince this 
wretch adviſes me to it—(to0 Worm) How do you know 
that the Prince will comply? | 

Worm, Oh! You won't find his compliance to be 
altogether gratis. 

Louiſa. What price think you that he will fix upon 
his kindneſs ? 2 

Worm, ( fignificantly) The fair ſupplicant herſelt 
will be price ſufficient, 

Louiſa. (underſtanding his meanin?) Moſt righteous 
God !—Oh ye poor great !—How are ye encompalled 
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and hemmed in by your crimes and vices The light 
of truth ſhines not to your debaſed minds: — May 
Heaven aſſiſt you father! your Louiſa has always con- 
ſidered what ſhe owes you ;—She would willingly give 
up her life for you, but not her virtue. 

Worm. His laſt words to me were theſe—* My 
Louiſa has pulled me down to the ground : my Louiſa 
will ſtretch forth her hand of comfort, and help me 
up again,” —I muſt go, Miſs, to let him 585 your 
anſwer (as if going), | 

Louiſa. Oh! ſlay—a moment longer 8 I 
pulled him down to the ground; and 'tis I, that muſt 
help him up again — Great God !—What can I do? 


(to Worm with an imploring voice) Oh ſpeak !—Say ! 


What can I—what muſt I do? 

Worm. I know but of one thing. ; 

Louiſa. And what is that? 

Worm. What your father wiſhes too. 

Louiſa, What my father wiſhes too—Oh ! quickly 
name it. 

Worm. To ſet the Major free. 

Loui iſa. Of his love do you mean ?—Is this a time 
for jeſt ?—Is it for me to root out paſſion from the 
Major's heart, or change his mould of mind? 

Worm, Miſs, that is not what is meant—The Major 
muſt of his own accord forſake you. 

Louiſa, That he will never do—As ſoon may you 
with one ſhake ſtir yon temple's rocky baſe. 

Worm. That we will try—only pleaſe to ſit down, 

Louiſa. Wretch, what are you hatching now ? 


\ 
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Worm. Only ſit down at this table — Here are pen, 
ink, and paper. 
Louiſa. ( fitting down in the utmoſt perturbation of 
mind) What ſhall I write ?—To what purpoſe ? 
Worm. To redeem your father's life. | = 
Louiſa. Serpent! you know how to writhe and 1 3 
wind yourſelf about the heart. A 
Worm, (dictating the letter) Sir— 
Louiſa. (writes trembling) | 
Worm, © What an age, my beloved, does it appear 
to me to be, ſince laſt we fondly met.” 
Louiſa. (farting up and laying down the pen) To 
whom is this letter written ? 
Worm. To the decider of your father's fate. 2 
Louiſa. (/ ghang deeply) From his deciſion lies there 2 1 
no appeal? ü YM 
Worm. None—* But be careful when you come 
again ; for the Major watches me all the day long with 


Jealous eyes''— 4 
Louiſa. (haſtily riſing) A mere knaviſh zieh hi- 'Y 
therto unparalleled, —What purpoſe is this letter to 
anſwer ? 3 
Worm. To redeem your father's life. 3 
Lowſa. (wringing her hands) Merciful F ather!—Had 2 
it but pleaſed thee to render my fate leſs hard !—Why 4 
am I thus grievouſly oppreſſed ?—Why toſſed to and 3 
fro betwixt the dreadful gulfs of horror and deſpair ?— 3 


And, above all, ſubje& to this bloody-minded devil's 
curſed arts ?—My mind will ſoon become ſodeſperate 
as not to care what dire futurity dares to menace or 


__ 
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portend—(to Worm) Do what you will, I'll not write 


another word. 
Worm. Very well, Miſs— that muſt be as you 


pleaſe—{takes has hat) 


Louiſa. As I pleaſe do you ſay ?—Barbarian! hear 
'What !—lead a wretch forlorn up to the mount's 
ſtupendous height; and, having hurled him down the 
fatal precipice beneath, you call out to him to help 
himſelf as he can ?—Obdurate man — Too well you 
know, that the heart by nature's bent and inſtinR, is 
more cloſely tied, than by the ſtrongeſt iron links— 
Go on—T'll write what you will—it is now alike to 
me—1 have done thinking—( fits down agazn to write) 

Worm, * Watches me all the day long with jealous 
eyes. — Have you gotten that? 

Louiſa. Yes, yes —Go on— Go on 

Worm. © Yeſterday the Preſident came here—It was 
really a good joke to ſee, how earneſt the Major was 
in defending my honour,” 

Louiſa. Admirable indeed! 

Vorm. For fear of burſting out into a fit of 
laughter, I made him believe that I was going to 


? 


- 5 


Louiſa, Oh Heavens! 
Worm. But the maſk will ſoon become inſupporta- 
ble—l1t muſt ere long drop off— All that I wiſh for, is, 


to eſcape from him, and ruſh into your arms.” — | 
Louiſe. (looking at him with the herght rf contempt) 


And ruſh into your arms,” 
I/orm. * This to-morrow I ſhall be able to effect; 


provided you come juſt as he leaves me, and ſtop at 


4 
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aur uſual place of rendezvous—you know where. 
Have you gotten * you know where.” 


Louiſa, (with the Meepeſt anguiſh) Yes, I have got alt. 1 

Worm. And you ſhall mect——Your aſſectionate 4 
Lov IS A, ,— : ks. 4 | 

Louiſa. Now for the direction. 1 


Worm. To Baron Mindheim. 

Louiſa, Merciful Father A name as foreign to 
my ear, as are theſe horrid lines to my heart (a pauſe 
during which ſhe looks at. the letter with an eye of horror) 
I ſee the fatal fruit of this—No matter—It muſt be 

i done — Tis to ſave a father's life: And are not a 
father's claims more valid than a lover's? (greatly 
ag itated by the conflict of duty and paſſion) Was ever 
tate thus crysl ? ?...-Oh ! Power of rectitude? quickly 


nerve my ſtaggering mind; and firmly fix its great AY 
reſolve! (another ſhort pauſe) 'Tis over - The ſtruggle | 3 
is paſt l- (giving Worm the letter in a faint and almoſt A 
exhauſted voice) Here, fir,---Here it 1s---Here is my 'Y 


innocent name----Here fir, take this ſcrawl, the grave 
of Faulkener's peace, and of all my happineſs in Itte--- 
(having given it) And now I am a beggar. 

Worm. Donot ſay ſo, Miſs Miller--Do not deſpair--. J 
I am forry to ſee your affliction Who knows but that by 
I may be able ſufficiently to apologize for certain 


actions, which at preſent may calumniate me in your 3 
eyes; but which will ſoon wear a different aſpe&, 9 
Louiſa. (interrupting him) Have we done, fir ? 4 
May the bird ſpreed its wings and fly ? I 
Worm. Not quite yet, Miſs —There is ſtill another 2 
ſmall trile—You muſ} now come along with me; and 7 ; 
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take a ſolemn oath, that this letter was not exacted 
from you by force ; but that it was the reſult of your 
own free will and pleaſure, 

Louiſa. (flarting with horror) Eternal Providence!--= 
Muſt I then fix thy ſeal, in order to guard and preſerve 
the very works of hell? — (a pauſe, then animated) 


But, fiend accurſed, lead on !---and drag me where you 
will---Let me, all trembling, graſp the ſacred writ; 
and, with all the daughter glowing in my ſoul, preſs 
the bleſs'd tranſcript to my quivering lips--Regardleſs, 
then, of each terreſtrial-tie, my. frantic mind will rave. 
till all be o'er---Come, let me haſte to take this dread- 
ful oath ; and part with every treaſure I poſſeſs---And, 
Should mild juſtice, ſhocked, my arm arreſt ; and bid 
me pauſe, ere I ſeal Faulkener's fate ; then ſhall my 
voice on higheſt pinions ſoar--- with the wild ſhriek of 
madneſs and deſpair, I'll hollow the ſweet ſounds of 
Slial love tis to redeem my fire, and die content. 


[ Exit, Worm following 
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ACT IV; 
SCENE 1.—4 Room at the PRESIDENT's Houſe. 


On one ſide FERDINAND enters violently agitated, with 
a letter open in his hand ; on the other a SERVANT. 


FERDINAND: 


Has not the Baron been here yet ? 

Servant. Sir, his Excellency the Preſident is juſt 
enquiring for you: 

Ferdinand. Damnation! 1 aſk you whether the 
Baron has not yet been here ? 

Servant. No, fir, he has not—His Excellency, fir, 
is actually waiting for you. 

Ferdinand, Tell him I'll come by and by. 

Exit Servant. 


SCENE II. FERDINAND alone. 


(Running over the letter, ſtaring wildly, and furiouſly 
agitated) 

And can it be—can that heavenly frame contain 
ſuch an infernal heart? That ſeemingly beauteous 
ſtructure, that apparently angelic compoſition to prove 
a monument of fraud and deceit ?—Impoſlible! it 
can never be—And yet, if angels deſcended from 
above, to vouch for her truth, it is her hand---If hea- 
ven and earth were rouſed to bear witneſs to her in- 
nocence, it is her hand. —Accurſed guile This 


was the reaſon why ſhe ſo gbſtinately oppoſed our 
L 
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flight—It was for this—O heavens !—now I awake; 
and all is clear—lt was for this that the gave up all 
claim to my love with ſo much heroiſm and force — 
But thu s to diſtratt me all at once; and plunge me into 
miſery's extreme !—(thoughtful) And were all thoſe 
tremors, thoſe ſudden agitations all affected? / paſſionately) 
Could each warm fiery emotion ;—thoſe tears of 
tenderneſs; — each tumultuous boſom's heave be 
forced ?—Impoſhble!—I'll not believe it :—When 
my heart by warmth extreme was inſenſibly pitched 
on love's refined and ſublimeſt heights—even there 
we alſo met; and to every emotion of affection did 
not her heart beat reſponſive to mine ?---(walking 
up and down the room in great agitation) — And this 
was all grimace !—Then what I thought the ſoft heaving 
boſom of love, was but a labouring form, wildly 
agitated, to dupe my ealy unſuſpetting mind; and 
to light the flame of madneſs in my brain! 
Damnation !---{ ſtriking his forehead) If falſehood and 
guile be ſo ſpecious and attractive, why comes it to 
paſs, that devils do not force their way through 
Heaven's bleſſed portals ?—With purity's own dignity 
did ſhe not ward off my Father's inſolence and 
affronts ?—And yet culpable ſhe was—/ pauſe) The 
hypocrite could even faint too—Oh ſenſibility hat 
will now be thy language; and how art thou to be 
known or underſtood ?—Innocence !—how wilt thou 
defend thyſelf, when vipers catch thy heavenly notes; 
and array themſelves in thy white robes of truth ?— 
Yes, ſhe affected to faint in theſe arms—But coquettes 


CABAL AND LOVE. 75 


ſometimes can faint - Strumpets too can faint ,in 
thought) She knew her power, and uſed it for her 
purpoſe well—When my boſom glowed with ecſtacy 
and love—when my ſoul hung with rapture on her 
charms; and when, deluded fool, I thought to claſp all 
Heaven in her celeſtial form, Great God Did ſhe 
all the while — Impoſlible—lt can never be—And 
when, buried in her chaſte embrace, I thought to revel 
in the very bliſs of Paradiſe—when the world vaniſhed 
from my view; and when I dreamt of nought but 
eternity and her, could her heart be totally inſenſible 
to each ſoul-denoting mark, that my rapt mind be- 
ſpoke ? Could ſhe then too think of guile and damned 
deceit ?—Heavens !—In that perfect hour did ſhe 
nothing feel? Oh yes !—She felt the triumph of her 
arts !—She felt her fraud ſucceed! She gloried in 
her guilt ! 


SCENE III BARON MINDHEIM and FERDINAND 


Baron, You were ſo good as to ſend me word, 
mon cher ami, that you wiſhed to ſpeak to me. 

Ferdinand. (aſide) Yes——to break your bones for 
(to the Baron) Baron, you mult have dropt this 
letter here this morning; otherwiſe, I cannot conceive, 
how it could have fallen into my hands; for I was by 
chance the lucky finder. 

Baron. You!—(appearing ſurpriſed) Dear me 
I am aſtoniſhed, 

Ferdinand. Plhaw! Pſhaw !——Read it—You will 

L 2 


you 
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find it worth the while - (giving the letter to the Baron, 
who pretends to run it over; during which time Ferdinand 
goes to a drawer for a pair of piſtols.) 

Baron. (ſeeing what Ferdinand is about, he throws 
the letter upon the table; and 15 for taking to his heels) 

Ferdinand. (taking him by the arm) Not quite ſo 
ſoon, my dear Baron—Good news, in that letter, I 
perceive—Remember there 1s poſtage yet to pay— 
( ſhewing him the piſtols) 

Baron. frightened and ſtepping back) You have not 
loſt your ſenſes, Major | : 

Ferdinand. No—No—1I have ſenſes enow left to 
fettle matters with you—Here, fir, take one of theſe 
Piſtols 1nimediately, 

Baron. One of thoſe piſtols? — Are you mad, 
Major ? | | 

Ferdinand. Directly take one of them; or I'll break 
your bones for you this inſtant See how the coward 
trembles !—(The Baron makes another attempt to run 
eway) Hold! alittle patience——(bars the door) 

Baron. But ſurely not in a room. | 

Ferdinand. Oh—that matters not---but no dallying 
for me—Preſent, I ſay. | 


Baron. To be ſure, ſo hopeful a young man will not 
riſk his precious life in this manner Mon cher 
Major, be adviſed. 

Ferdinand. Take your aim this moment, ſcoundrel; 
for I have nothing more to do in this world, 

Baron, But I have a great deal, my excellent young 
Male 
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Ferdinand. You ?—Blockhead—you much to do?— 
ö Caricature of ribaldry and folly ? 

Baron. Any thing that you like—only take thoſe 
piſtols away. 

Ferdinand. How the fellow ſtands ſhaking! ——— 
Would it not be an inſult to the creation to lay hands 
on ſuch a deplorably pitiful wretch ?—A baboon, the 
very refuſe of our kind ?—Not one idea to diſtinguiſh 
between right and wrong—a frenchified fop, brought 
hither, like the court foals of old, to amuſe their 
ſovereign; and to give us ſome faint idea of the laſt 
and moſt deſpicable order of mankind ? ——And this 
creature to poſſeſs her heart ?—With this animal to 
inhabit the regions of love? With this inſect, this 
brute, to exchange the language of paſſion ?.--.Oh 
Heavens Let me not think on it—a being, who is 
a ſhame to our ſex; born, more to alienate, than to 
create, affection. 

Baron. Thank God !—he has loſt his ſenſes — 
C'eſt bien pour moi What would I give to be about 
a hundred miles off !—any where but not with him. 

Ferdinand. But, raſcal !—it her honour be not 
clear—Scoundre] !--if her purity be ſtained ;—(enraged) 
*twere better for you never to have been born; 
*twere better for you to fly to Hell's remoteſt parts, 
than to meet my awakened rage---(wth the voice of 
terror) Wretch! how far have you prevailed with her! 
— Villain !—confels, | 

Baron, Let me but go and I will tell you all, 

Ferdinand. This moment, raſcal ! or I let go (holding 
the piſtol to his breaſt) Confeſs, or you breathe your laſt. 

Baron. A moment's patience, and I'll tell you all— 
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it is all nothing a mere ſtory--. You are deceived —- 
impoſed upon---ma for. 

Ferdinand, Wretch!—do you dare to remind me 
of that too? / going to lay hold of him) 

Baron. Mon dieu !—if you would but hear me 
Your Father—l ſay your father. 

Ferdinand. (interrupting hum) My father? {/oftening 
@ liitle) My father ?--- What about my father? 

Baron. You rave, mon cher Major, I never ſaw 
her---I know nothing of her---nothing in the whole 
world, 

Ferdinand. Never ſaw her? Know nothing of 
her? —— Away infamous liar !--- "puſſung him out of the 
Room) Louiſa's loſt ! 


SCENE IV.— FERDINAND alone. 


(A long filence, during which Ferdinand's looks 
betray an extreme horror of mind) It muſt be done— 
this rebellious heart calls aloud for retribution, and muſt 
have dire revenge !--Revenge ?---On whom ?--On her, 
who was my higheſt joy, my only bliſs an earth ?---On 
her, who alone of all creatures living could [way my 
mind, or charm my ſoul to reſt ?--.And is it her blood, 
that I muſt ſeek ?---Oh horrid, horrid fate!--(pauſe) And 
yet, it muſt be done—Loſt, loſt Louiſa !---Yes, un- 
fortunate one, thou art loſt; but, am I not alſo laſt ?-. . 
I am indeed—And if I be, by Heavens! ſo art thou— 
Moſt righteous Judge!—ſhe was my all—The world 
entire did I for her give up- And yet—O God.! 
She has rouſed my very ſoul; and all nature within 
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me loudly demands revenge—But my arm is weak and 
faint, and knows not how to lift the murtherous 
weapon—To ſweep from earth a flower ſo lovely and 
ſo prime—to cut her off in all her blooming days; ere 
time's correcting hand has formed her youth, and given 
her feeble mind a proper mould - Tis torture, tis 
death to me—But, what !—Shall I then let her live? 
Shall I be doomed to hear her makea laugh of Faulk- 
ener's credulous mind; and ſee her with impetuous 
warmth ruſh into her paramour's arms? Diſtraction! 
( ſtriking his forehead) Oh! for the gleaming dagger's 
point to hurl her to ſwift deſtruction, and quickly to 
open to her view eternity's tremendous ſcene! — 
({ flaring) Eternity! —-dread thought !—Faulkener {— 
Faulkener! that comes home — But, it muſt be 
done. (2s going out, but meets the Preſident) 


SCENE V. PRESIDENT and FERDINAND. 


Preſident. Son! I am glad to meet you here; 
for I have agreeable news to tell you — Something, 
which, I am ſure, will ſurpriſe you. 

Ferdinand. (affetonately) Sir!—My father—{fooking 
at him with great emotion; then falls on his knee and 
faſſes his father's hand) Oh my dear father! 

Prefident. What diſturbs you, Ferdinand ? Your 
hand trembles and burns. 

Ferdinand. Oh Sir! can you pardon my ingratitude 
towards you ?—I have abuſed your kindneſs, and 
entailed a curſe upon myſelf I am indeed a miſerable 


wretch—— Your motives were all fo affeftionate—Your 
mind was ſo prophetic 


But, now it is too late— 
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Your pardon, fir, —Do not reje& an unhappy youth 


for his firſt offence towards you—Mine was an error 
of judgement ;, and I know, fir, you are always ready 
to forgive any, that does not proceed from the heart. 

Preſident. Riſe, my ſon— I do not underſtand 
you—What myſtery lurks beneath your words? 

Ferdinand. (riſing) Louiſa Miller, fir, —Oh! how 
am I to tell you all? —— Your rage was ſo properly 
founded—Your objections ſo folid—ſo fatherly warm 
Oh ſir, Louiſa, 

Prefident, Ferdinand, do not torture me in this 
manner ¶ fezgning not to underfland him) I am 
heartily ſorry for my behaviour towards her; but, I 
hope to make amends for every harſh word I uttered--- 
I am come to conciliate matters; and reſtore all 


harmony and joy—— Why do you look ſo wild, my 
ſon, as if the news were unwelcome to you? 
Ferdinand, Conciliate matters ?—Heavenly Pow- 
ers !—look with an eye of pity down——your mercy 
here extend leſt my heart-ſtrings ſhould crack, and 


reaſon leave her ſeat —-Oh my father! How 
ſhall I tell you?) This Louiſa— 


n 


Preſident. Is a charming and a lovely girl---I recall 
every ſuſpicion, which I too haſtily harboured ——She 
has acquired my fulleſt eſleem; and I come to give 
my conſent to your immediate union. 

Ferdinand. Our immediate union ? Father of 
Heaven! heardſt thou that ?—Our union? ( farting) 
Where?—On the wheel of damnation ? There 
amidſt our groans and howls—with my wild rolling 
eyes fixed upon her tortured frame, twiſting ourſelves 


* 
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into a thouſand hideous ſhapes to get from the infernal 
rack ? | 

Preſident. ( flopping him) Ferdinand, what are you 
thinking of ?—— Does your joy overpower you ? —— 
Believe me, I never meant to deal hardly by you 
Louiſa ſhall ſoon be my daughter reckon her virtue 
for parentage; and her beauty for gold ( Ferdinand's 
wild and ſtaring looks ſhew that his mind teems with ſome 
horrid purpoſe) But, ſon, why do you look ſo 
wild ?—Your ſtare terrifies me—All my former in- 
tereſted views yield to my ſtrong affection for you 
and we now embrace, as having but one common 
purſuit after happineſs. [ Embracing Ferdinand. 

Ferdinand. (tearing himſelf from his father's arms) It 
muſt be done—and T'll about it ſtraight—(turning to 
hrs father) Happineſs, did you name ?—Oh that the 
mother earth would ſwallow me; and take me to her 


cheering boſom !—for, whilſt my pulſe beats, horror 
will be in every throb, [ Burſting out of the room. 

Preſident, (alone) All has operated to my wiſhes--- 
he has by this time ſeen the letter; and is raving about 
Louiſa's perfidy---Rave on, my hot brained youth-- 
Ere long you will be calm again---He little fuſpetts 
the author of his troubles; nor mean I, that he ſhould--. 
Now my proſpects begin to brighten; tor, now I have 
no doubt of his accepting.Lady Milford's hand ; and 
thereby crowning wy fondeſt wiſh. [Exits 


M. 
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SCENE VI.—4 ſplendid apartment at Lady Milſord & 
Enter LADpY MILTORD and SOPHY. 


Lady Milford. You ſaw her then Sophy ! ils ſhe 
coming? 

Sophy. She is, madam—She ſaid, that he would wal; 
upon your Ladyſhip this moment. 

Lady Milford. Like a criminal do I tremble at the 
thought of ſeeing this happy one — And how did ſhe 
take the meſſage ? 

Sophy. At firſt ſhe ſeemed greatly ſurpriſed—looked 
at me; then was ſilent for a minute; at length ſhe 
faid——* My reſpetts to her Ladyſhip, and I will do 
myſelf the honour of waiting on her immediately.“ 

Lady Milford. J am quite uneafy—IE I find in her 
nothing but what we ſee in common, I fhall be really 
vexed—.It I find more, I ſhall be miſerablc. 

Sophy. But, Madam, this is not the diſpoſition in 
which a rival ought to find you.—Call to mind your 
birth, your rank your power—Elevated ideas will give 
you towering looks, | 

Lady Miiſord. (not having minded her) What is the 
fool chattering about? 

Sophy. (rallying her) Then I ſuppoſe your Lady- 

{hip being thus ſuperbly dreſſed to day, with that row 
of ſplendid jewels in your hair, 18 mere chance 
and accident; and by no means calculated to impreſs 


this Miſs Miller with an idea of your magnificence, and 
a ſenſe of her own inferiority, 


' 
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Enter SERVANT. 
Servant. A young lady, by the name of Miller, 
Madam. 
Lady Milford. Deſire her to walk up Lait 


Servant] Sophy, take yourſelf away—(Sophy ſeems 
unwilling to go) Do you hear what I ſay ? deſire you 


would go this moment [Lait Sophy| I am glad to feel 
myſelf thus agitated ; and yet I don't know how I ſhal! 
be able to bear her preſence—(Ske throws herſelf on a 
Sofa, which is ſituated at the end of the room; and 


aſſumes an air of the moſt forbidding dignity.) 
SCENE VIL.--LouisA and LADY MiLroRD. 


Louiſa enters with the utmoſt diffidence ; curtfies to Lady 
Milford, but remains at ſome diſtance from her 
Lady Milford is fitting on the ſofa at the lower end 
of the room—She looks at Louiſa with all imaginable 


hauteur—(a pauſe) 


Louiſa. Madam, I wait upon you agreeably to your 
Ladyſhip's deſire. 

Lady Milford. ( juft turning her head) Oh! —<Is it 
you ? Mils pray what is your name? 

Louiſa. My name is Miller, Madam? 

Lady Milford, True—true —I recolle& now 
the poor muſic-maſter's daughter, of whom {ome one 
was talking the other day a pauſe, then aſide) Very 
intereſting, but yet no beauty (to Louiſa) Come 
nearer yet——To be ſure, you are 


nearer child! 
not afraid of me ? 
Louiſa. Afraid Madam? No 


deſpiſe che opinion of the multitude. 
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Lady Milford. (aſide) This contumacy ſhe has from 
him (to Lourſa) Your name then is Louiſa Miller. 

Louiſa. It is, Madam. 

Lady Milford. Miſs Louiſa, I have been told, that 
you are exceedingly accompliſhed; and that you 
poſſeſs moſt attractive qualifications Indeed all the 
world ſays ſo——and I think all the world is very good 
authority. 

Louiſa. 1 confeſs, Madam, that I know no perſons 
who would think of giving themſelves the trouble of 
ſpeaking of one ſo inſignificant as Louiſa Miller. 

Lady Milford. And how old are you, pray, if I 
may aſk, 

Louiſa, T am eighteen, Madam, 

Lady Milfor d. (ade) Eighteen ?-—the firſt pulſe 
of paſſion——what ſo dangerous ?—(to Louiſa) 
Miſs Louiſa, I find myſelf prepoſſeſſed in your favour 


and I have a mind to make your fortune 


Sophy is 
going to be married; and I could wiſh you would come 
and live with me, 2 
Louiſa. (with becoming dignity) J am as much ob- 
liged to your Ladyſhip for your intended favour, as if 
I accepted the ſame. 
Lady Milford. I beg your pardon, Miſs, I did not 


know you were ſo proud 


I ſuppoſe you think thoſe 
fingers too delicate for work; and pride yourſelf upon 

that pretty face of yours But be adviſed child 
| thoſe cheeks are not enamelled What would you 
ſay, if you found your admirer's attention ceaſe, as 
ſoon as your charms and beauties began to fade? 


CABAL AND LOVE. 35 


| Louſa. (with pointed expreſſion) Pity the admirer, 
Madam, who bought a jewel, becauſe it appeared to be 
ſet in gold. 

Lady Milford. (not ſeeming to have heard her) I think 
you would have no cauſe for repenting of your deter. 
mination, if you accepted my offer. 

Lourfa. Pardon me madam, if I preſume to diffes 
from you——The houſes and palaces of the great are 
but too often the aſylums of the moſt unbounded 
Juxury and extravagance—— Who would give the 
poor Louiſa credit for launching all at once into 


the perilous contagion, trembling at the ſame time 
at the fatal infetion?——Or, who would ſuppoſeg 
that Lady Milford, the envied and diſtinguiſhed Lady 
Milford, ſo highly renowned for affluence, ſplendour, 
and for every thing, which can poſſibly contribute 
in appearance to the pureſt. felicity, ſhould with all 
theſe attainments be in reality deſtitute of that ſolid 
happineſs, which falls to the lot but of the pure in 
heart; and that her conſcience ſhould ſometimes 


prove a ſcorpion in her breaſt !-——Wauld your 
Ladyſhip, when croſſed in any plan or purſuit, be 
able to bear with the placid air of contentment, which 


would beam from my countenance ?——Or, upon 
your return from any party, hurt or diſpleaſęed by any 
occurrence, how could you witneſs the attractive mien 
of humble happineſs, ever imprinted on my calm and 
unruffled brow, proceeding from inward ſatisfattion's 
fmile ?—We are all weak, when unſupported by our own 
efteem—there are times, when the heart, conſcious 
of having acted amiſs, dreads a ſcrutiny the anvil of 
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gnawing conſcience is never cool—the contemplative 
hour muſt ſometimes exiſt to a mind of your ſtamp 
the ſerpent reproach may ſometimes aſſail you with 
all its venemous ſtings; and your whole boſom may be 
tarned into a ſcene of perturbation and diſquietude--- 
Under the impulſe of theſe dreadful evils, your mind 
muſt be ſingularly endowed, Madam, to be able to view 
with indifference your attendant Louiſa's face, dreſſed 
in artleſs looks of ſerenity, unclouded by care, un- 
checked by diſappointment ; and boaſting the pureſt 
bliſs of innocence and a heart at peace, 

Lady Milford. (afide) Intolerable ! but what 1s 
ſtill more intolerable, is, that J feel ſhe is right. 
(to Loutja) I do not underſtand you, child——Your 
. objeftions to live with me muſt be ſtrong indeed—] 
find that you do not chooſe to name them; but 
(with a threatening air) I ſhall diſcover all, and ſhall 
take my juſt revenge. 

Louiſa, Madam, forgive me; but I defy your 
rage: All your wrath, all your anger will prove 
unequal to ſubdue the mind, which conſcience ſtrength - 
ens, and which innocence protects Let the worſt 
come Il am prepared for it. Let the deſtructive 
ſtorm of fate bend me even to dejettion's loweſt ebb, 
ſtill I ſhall always find a ſhelter, to afford me that envi- 
able ſtore of ſolace, which no power can ever raviſh 
from me I mean, Madam—the ſanctuary within my 


own heart. 
Lady Muford, Miſs. Louiſa, you will be moſt 


aſfuredly happy, if you would come aud live with me. 
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. Louiſa. In my opinion, Madam, the mind cannot be 
better employed- than in the purſuit after happineſs; 
which grand end in life being once attained, our 
nobleſt efforts and views ought to be directed to main- 
tain that bleſſed poſt, ſo often fought for, and too oft 
in vain---The difficulty 1s acnieved in the poſleſſion of 
the object; and, without doubt, it reſts with us to 
render the ſubſequent ſcenes of life in the higheſt 
degree pleaſurable and happy, by keeping a conſtant 
guard upon our actions and conduct; left we- deviate 
from the unerring path of rectitude and truth---Hap- 
pineſs, Madam, I hold not to be a whim—It is a jewel 
of that ineſtimable -value, as to be worthy of our 
utmoſt aſſiduity and our moſt ſtrenuous exertipns. 
Lady Milford. (aſide) Faulkener! no wonder thou 
art caught, if even I am faſcinated---'#0 Lou. ja) But, 
ſurely child, you would not, by living with me, be 
obliged to ſet aſide thoſe plans you have laid down in 
order to preſerve that happineſs, which you ſo juſtly 
prize—I wiſh you happy, and therefore propoſe to you 
this ſtep, which may advance your proſpetts in life. 
Louiſa. But, Madam, as we advance in life, are we 
always the happier?—Is content always the concomi- 
tant of wealth and ſlate ?—If my apprehenſions be 
juſt, the increaſe of riches does not in the ſmalleſt 
degree tend to enhance our comforts ; but very often 
to augment our cauſes of diſcontent Let us but watch 
the peaſant's faces it not blithſome, gay and eaſy ?— 
Day after day to him is ſtill the ſame—Scene after 
ſeene is ſtill alike; and yet he lacks for nought— 
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Soon as he wakes, he knows his whole day's work $ 
and his mind turns on that his only care—His labour 
o'er, homeward he bends his way; and joining his 
ſweet fireſide, he feels not a wiſh uncrowned—But, 
what is the ſecurity to this peaſant's bliſs ?—Is it not 
his confined mind, his bounded notions, his contrafted 
views ?—Nature in him is ſatisfied, poſſeſſing all thay 
ſhe deſires— Having each wiſh of his heart gratified, 
he cannot aſk ior more, knowing not what he ſhould 
demand. | 

Lady Milford. (afide) What a godlike mind! 
(fo Louiſa) True, Miſs Louiſa, but you have ſaid 
nothing yet to ſubſtantiate your objections to live 
with me. 

Louiſa. Lady Milford, you ſaid juſt now, that yoy 
Wiſhed me happy—then leave me to my humble lot 
(approaching Lady Milford, and with feeling) Are you 
happy Madam ? Does the inward feſtivity of that 
heart (laying her hand on Lady Mulford's heart) anſwer 
fo this external glitter? (pointing to the ſplendour of 
Lady Milford's dreſs) (looking at her with great 
ſoftneſs) Is every beat the throb of content; and each 
tumult the tumult of bliſs ?—Suppoſe we were to 
exchange boſom for bolom—deſtiny for deſtiny—and 
then were I to make a ſolemn appeal to you to declare 
the perſon benefited ; on whom, think you, would the 
deciſion fall? Es 

Lady Milford. (much agitated and throwing herſelf on 
the ſofa) No, girl, no—this elevation of mind you 
never could acquire from your father—but I find the 
leſſons of another tutor, 
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Louiſa, If in my language you can diſcern that 
tutor's inſtructions, (with pointe! expreſſion) how came 
1t to paſs, Madam, that you juſt now thought proper 
to propoſe to the pupil of ſuch a tutor the offer even 
of a ſervant's place ? 

Lay Milfori. (riſing in anger) Oh! this is no 
longer to be borne—But hear, preſumptuous girl— 
I know all—lI am acquainted with all your hellifh 
tricks—but henceforth dare not to look on him with 
the eye of love; or even to meet from him a glance, 
which paſſion may denote—elfe, fear my fury ;—for I 
am mighty and can do wonders—And, if I be not 
obeyed ; if on him thine eye ſhoot the fainteſt beam 
of love, by the eternal powers 1 ſwear, you are for 
ever loſt. | 

Louiſa. Beyond all poſſible recovery, Madam, 
when once pointedly) you force him to love you. 

Lady Milford. I underſtand you, Miſs—but I am 
above accepting his love on thoſe terms—I will ſup- 
preſs this ſhameful paſſion ;—obtain a victory over my 
own heart, but ſtill defeat your plans—Yes, rocks and 
mountains will I raiſe, to ſever your fond hearts—a 
very fury I will rage around you to confute your 
ſchemes :—My name like a hideous ghoſt ſhall haunt 
your curſed home; hold each warm kiſs trom off your 
glowing lips, and check each ſally in its very birth— 
then, that young blooming form, locked in his arms, 
panting and trembling in his warm embrace, I will 
plunder with theſe deſtructive hands; till each attrac- 
tion ceaſe, and beauty [ade —To ſpoil enjoyment 


is enjoyment ſtill, 
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Louiſa, Oh Lady Milford !—Do not ſtamp upon 


your heart a calumny which it does not deſerve—As 
ſoon as your boſom will have re-aſſumed its wonted 
calmneſs, you will recoil at the diſmal effect of paſſion; 
and find yourſelf unable to put your threats into ex- 
ecution—Be aſſured, that you will not be inclined to 
torture a poor creature, who has never done the leaſt 
thing to injure you; and whoſe ſole offence 1s that of 
having loved—Now, Madam, only ſee the difference 
between you and me I not only feel, but alſo reſpett 
every tumult and emotion of that heart, which has 
been agitated like mine by one common objett—In 
teſtimony of this aſſertion 

Laiy Milford. 'floppins her and quite ſoftened by 
Louꝛſa's impreſſive ſpeech No more, ſweet girl, lovely, 
noble, godlike Louiſa Can you forgive a heart, by 

fury torn ?—Believe me, there was no meaning in my 

threats ; for I knew not what I ſaid—Not a ſingle hair 
upon your head ſhall be hurt by me I will cheriſh you 
as a friend and as a ſiſter—aſk what you will, it ſhall be 
granted your father is poor—here take theſe jewels, 
(taking ſome of her jewels from her hair) take any thing 
you wiſh for—I will ſell my wardrobe, carriages, 
horſes—all, all are yours (dropping her voice) Only 
renounce him, 

Louſa Oh Madam !—were I ſure, that you do not 
hold me in derihon; and that you were not acceſſary 
to that fatal letier 


Lady Milford. What letter ?-I know of none 
By all that is ſacred, I know of no letter. 

Louiſa. No?—{with great emotion) Take him then 
away, Madam — Willingly do I reſign to you that man, 
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whom with the very grapples of Hell you could not 
have wrenched from my bleeding ſide--- But, take him 
away—the world's no more to me—Unknowingly, 
perhaps, do you rob Heaven of two lovers; and tear 
aſunder two hearts, which God himſelf united—Un- 
knowingly, perhaps, do you cruſh a poor wretch, whom 
Heaven created to be happy as well as you -— A 
creature, whoſe heart is equally ſuſceptible of every 
tender emotion as your's ; a being, who prized the glow 
and throb of delight with rapture at leaſt as fierce- But, 
take him away—now he is yours. - iy) Drag him 
to the altar---Ruſh into his arms--But, have a care 
that the ghoſt of a ſelf-murderer do not ſtalk along 
the hallowed aiſle, to interrupt the marriage rites ; 
and ſtep with violence *twixt the bridal kiſs, [| Exit. 
SCENE VIIl—Lapy MILTORD, alone. 

Lady Milford. (much agitated ; her looks directed to the 
door, where Louiſa went out) How was that? What 
ſaid ſhe ? Heavens !—thoſe horrid ſounds till vibrate 
in my ear—Take him away—\V hom, hapleſs girl? — 
The gift of thy laſt hour? The dreadful legacy of thy 
deſpair ?—Eternal God Am I then fallen ſo low 
all at once ſo precipitated from my throne of greatneſs, 
as to take advantage of liberality's kind gift ?—Nay 
even a beggar's mite, her laſt and only mite? Louiſa, 
No Jane Miltord has a mind as well as you; and can 
renounce a paſſion, though it ſhould coſt her many a 
pang—Seducing ſcenes of love farewell Image of 
Faulkener! for ever quit my ſight---To every fond 
deluding hope, to every golden viſion of romantic 
bliſs I bid adieu! — Generoſity muſt be now my 
guide—Either this fond pair are loſt ; or I muſt with. 


draw all former claims——{pau/c) Tis done---I leave 
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the court this day; tor, here to ſtay, after what has 
paſſed that will not even bear a thought — I am 
reſolved—evety bar is removed, and every difficulty 
achieved 
and me with a willing hand I break; and draw a 
curtain upon all paſt ſcenes---I'll inſtantly write to his 


Each ſhameful tie between the Prince 


Highneſs ; and inform him, that, before he receive 
my letter, I ſhall have for ever abandoned him and his 
court "with ſelf ſatisfaction) The thought how 
glorious !---The reſolve how fweet !—Henceforth, Oh 
Virtue ! be my conſtant guide; and ſteer me ſafely to 
thy reatms of peace : Thy bliſsful barriers I'll no more 
o'erleap, but firmly cling to rectitude and truth : —— 
Bear me, Oh ! bear me from theſe baneful climes, 


where lurking vipers mental reſt corrode; where dire 
contagion's dart it's flight doth wing; frail mortafk 
reaches, and his manners taints; infects his habits, 
and his mind corrupts :---But if, like me, by thy 
bleſs'd power relieved, the path of evil he would haſte 
to ſhun :—like me, degenerate vice he would abhor, 


and fly thoſe regions, once delight's gay throne : 
And though with ſelf-upbraiding ſhame oppreſs'd, on 
the ſad retroſpett of former days; his prayer to 
Heav'n, like mine, would ſtill be this; that, though 


to mercy ev'ry claim be loſt:— though he have 


treſſpaſs'd *gainſt the ſhrine of faith; ſtill, life's grand 
bliſs he fondly hopes to ſhare, in the enjoyment of 


that grace divine, which to affliftion yields a grateful 


balm ; and to paſt gifts thoſe peerlefs treaſures ad4ds--- 
a mind to reliſh and a heart to feel. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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SCENE I.—The uſt of the evening -A Room in 
M1LLER's Houſe, 


(The ſcene iſcovers Louis A ſitting in a corner of the 
room in a diſconſolate oſture After long pauſe, 
MiLLER enters with a lantern in his hand; 
looks anxtoufly about the room, without percetving his 


daughter ; then lays his hat on the table, and ſets the 
lantern down.) 


* 


M1LLE®. f 


y \ HAT! not here neither ? —(wringing his hands) | 


Good God! I can no more—Fach ſtreet I have 
traverſed—At every door I have knocked ; but no 


one has beheld my child — (4 ſhort pauſe) Oh 
Heavenly Powers Ik this fond tather's heart glow 


with too warm affection for this child, let me not know 
the doom I dread-- Let me not hve to feel this worſt 
of human ills ; but, kindly ſnatch me from fo dire a 
ſcene; and in death's fleep end each corroding pang. 


Louiſa. (in a plaintive voice) Why mourns my father 
thus ? 


Miller. (overjoyed And can be? It is—lIt is my 


own Louiſa—But why thus all alone, and in the 


dark ? 


Louiſa, When thus I am wrapped in ſullen night, 


with me doti all ſeem well; for, to me ſweetly con- 
genial is the fable gloom. 
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Miller. Did I not know your mind's unſullied 
purity, I ſhould think that guilt had prompted this ſad 
lower; for, what but minds, that are corrupt, thus 
ſhun the light ? 

Louiſa. Ah father!—here is your inference not nice 
enough— Oh! for once, away with common notions, 
and preſcribed ideas— Off from the beaten track; and, 
with a clear acumen conſider a female's mind They 
call us ſoft and weak ; poor even in thought, and 
timid in reſolve—So indeed ſometime swe are—But, 
when once the fibres of the mind are ſtrung; once 
rouſed the paſſions that awake the ſoul; truſt me, by 
the bold nerve of intellect is our ſex as well marked as 
your's—Father, will you take charge of this letter? 

Miller. To whom, Louiſa ? 

Louiſa. Singular queſtion indeed To whom ſhould 
it be but to Ferdinand, the ſpring of my every thought. 

Miller. (alarmed) Louiſa, Jam determined to open 
this letter? MY 

Louiſa, Do as you will; but you will learn nothing 
Dark is the character, in which each line is traced... 
No eye, ſave that of love, can ſee the drift; but 
paſſion's ken will find, that with emphatic meaning 
every woid is fraughts 

Miller. (reads) ** Ferdinand, thou art betrayed---By 
« a villainy uvparalieled, the ties, which ſo ſweetly 
* united our faith, are diſlolved---A tremendous oath 
* has fettered my tongue; and thy father's liſteners 
„ watch all around---Yet my beloved, if, like me, 
« ali fear thou deride; and like me, with courage 
„be armed, I know a third place, where weak is the 
„% force of an oath; and where liſteners will find no 
acceſs——( Miller pauſes ere, and looks Louiſa earneſtly 
en the ſace) 
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Louiſa, Why that earneſt look, father ? 

Miller. [ proceeding with the letter) * With un- 
© ſhakeable firmneſs thou mult wander through a long 
% dark paſſage; thou muſt pierce the black regions, 
« where thou wilt find Louiſa thy guide—Tenderneſs 
* mult pervade thy whole frame The breath thou 
« hreatheſt, muſt be the very breath of love—Louiſa 
the grand goal of deſire If thus inflexibly thy mind 


© be nerved, haſte away when the clock of the 


« Carmelite ſteeple ſtrikes twelve—But if ſoul thou 
% do lack; and like a tame daſtard do ſhudder and 
% ſhrink, daſh out the word courageous from thy ſex ; 
„ for, a maiden overwhelms thee with ſhame.” 

Miller. (looks at Louiſa for ſome time very fixedly, 
then in a low trembling voice) And this third place, 
Louiſa ? 

Louiſa. Seek not to know it—It will be in vain; 
Ferdinand will find it. | 

Miller. Name it, my child; nor keep me longer in 
ſuſpenſe. | 

Louiſa, I know no ſoft and lovely name that ſuits 
it—O love! hadſt thou created titles, then what a 


name would this heavenly ſpot have had ?—This third | 


place, my good father, is, ({ookeng at him pointed 5) 
the grave. 
Miller. ( ſtaggering to a chair) Oh Heavens! 
Louiſa. Doth brightneſs terrify; or doth beauty 
appal ?—Why ſo ſhocked ? "Tis but the name that 
is ſo hideous—Away with little fears! What is in a 
name ?—— Do I not invite him to the ſweet abode of 
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peace To the manſions of the bleſſed ? —Suppreſs 
this dread; and keep in view the dazzling edifice of 
eter rn] blits 


: lather I bend my way—'Tis time to 
mift this diſmal ſcene—High time to withdraw, when 
every moment we feel that we'are ſcorned, 

Miller i en all my comfort is to learn, that ſuicide 
is your fixed intent — Ob God! Suicide, that 
moſt tremendous of crimes ! --Of which to repent, no 


ſpace of time 1s allowed; for, the very moment of 
guilt is the period of lite. . 

Louiſa. ſitting on the chair near the table, and hiding 
her face with her hands) Merciful powers! 

Miller. (warmly) Oh Lowſa!—lIt in that heart of 
yours, there {till be room to feel for him, whom once 
you gave the name of parent -Oh! mark my words 
Low have you bowed me, my only 'one; low! low! 
perhaps even to the grave! —— Need I ſay, you are 
my all, the very idol of my foul — And will you 
tear yourſelf, my only bleſſing from me; and leave me 
deſtitute of all that life eſteems? 
| Lourfa. (hiſſing hit hand with great emotion) Dear 
father, I quit this world your greateſt debtor ; but in 
the life to come I will pay your fondneſs ten fold 
back. 

Miller. (fixing her with his eye) Take heed, my 
child, that your reckoning be not falſe - ¶proceeding in 
a ſolemn manner) Shall we there meet, Louiſa ?!—On 
that grand and ſolemn day, when the avenging hand 
of the moſt High will puniſh every act, repugnant to 
the law of faith—( Lour/a falls on her father's neck ; he 
continuing with. great earneſine/s) On that awful day, 
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when we final doom of all muſt be according to the 
work achieved, vain will be the voice of ſupplication— 
vain a fond father's interceſſion The ſudge of mankind 
will hold the ſcale of equity; and muſt be deaf to en- 


treaty and prayer—(w:th great feeling) How then? 
Unhappy girl, how then? 


Louiſa. (clinging around her father's neck) Father, 


forbear—forbear. 

Miller. Once more I warn you—Each faculty of 
thought collett—To follow your bier to the tomb 
would almoſt turn my brain; but ( fkuddering) thus to 
ſee you ruſh into your Maker's preſence 

Louiſa. ( flopping ham, violently agitated) Hold here, 
for mercy's ſake, my father, 

Miller. (very warmly) Call me not ſo—you are no 
more my child—and, to the weight of fins, wherewith 
you are oppreſſed, add that, of having drawn upon 
yourſelf a father's curſe. ¶ Ruſhing out of the room. 

Louiſa. ( falling on her knee and flopping him) One 
moment ſtay—You muſt not leave me thus What 
{ſhould I do to regain my father's love? 

Miller. If the kiſſes and careſſes of a lover more 
warmly animate you, than the tears, and ſobs of a 
father——die, 

Louiſa. (after a violent conflict) I am—I am again 
your child—Oh! how weak is all, when weighed 
againſt a father's love and tenderneſs !—Ferdinand, 
thus I facrifice thee ; (tearing the letter) and thus I ſeal 
a parent's peace and comfort. 

Miller. Merciful Heaven Let this aft be recorded 
en high—(overjoyed falling on his knee) Let this mark 
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of elaſticity of mind be ſtamped on the annals c. 
truth To each parent Iturn, to atteſt this bright deed, 
as now is inſtanced in my heaven-born child. 

; Louiſa. Ceaſe, father, ceaſe—nor let me hear my 
nothings thus extolled — My own heart's pleaſure is- 
ſufficient praiſe—(kearing ſome one coming) Quick let 
us away—l hear ſome one. 


SCENE II —Enter FERDINAND. 


Louija. ( fhnieching:; ſhe throws herſelf on her father's 
neck) Heavens!—'Tis he!—'Tis he !—I am loſt, 

Miller. Who ?—Where ? 

Louiſa. (her face turned from Ferdinand) "Tis he 
bimſelf!—To murder me he is come! | 

Miller. (perceiving Ferdinand and ftarting n You 
here Major Faulkner ? 

Ferdinand. (he ſlowly. approaches ; then goes up to- 
Louiſa, and looks her ſternly in the face—a ſhort pauſe). 
Mark the infallible declaration of conſcience — Thanks 
for this ſurpriſe—The avowal is terrible, but clear; 
and happily ſaves the pain of further enquiry—Goog. 
evenirg, Miller, 

Miller. What brings you hither Major ?—Why 
thus take us by ſurpriſe, when we ſo little thought of 
ſeeing you? 

Ferdinand. I have known the time, when for my 
coming every minute of the day was told—when 
anxious longing hung on every hour; and when by 
fond defire the lazy-pacing clock was chidden —Then, 
Louiſa, ſome one was wont to exclaim With what. 
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a heavy and retarding weight doth expedctation load 
the wings of time!“ - turning to Miller) Whence, 
friend, this wondrous change ? 

Muller. Major, I pray you, go— Depart, if yet one. 
ſpark of pity dwell within your breaft—Before you 
entered my houſe, ſweet was the meal of the day: 
No wiſh we could form Was UnCcrow ned : Uncloudy 
each morn and: each eve: But, ſince that fatal day, 
when firſt you ſaw this hapleſs maid, miſery has 
picrced the roof, which till then was the abode of 
content, Z 

Ferdinand. Cheer up, cheer up, old friend—Tidings 
f joy I come to communicate—Hopes, ſubſtantial 
hopes, I come now to impart. 

Miller. Major, mock not thus diſtreſs —Hopes t to 
us? Then from the very aſhes of deſpair theſe hopes 
muſt ſpring—No—No—No No——To us ſet is the 
bright planet of hope. 

Ferdinand. Lady Milford, the moſt dreaded obſtacle 
10 our love, has juſt left che country—Nothing elle is 
talked oft—My father now conſents to our union 
Fortune at length 1s propitious to our wiſhes; and I 
come to claim my lovely bride. 

Miller. (to Louiſa, who during His ſcene i 15 feed by 
the table, her head ſunk on her arm) Regard him not, 
Louiſa; nor let his inſults add to your diſtreſs. 

Ferdinand. You think Iam in jeſt—By Heavens I 

am not—My heart is open as my ſpeech—There is 
Louiſa's throne—What! ſtil the mien of chilling 
doubt Not yet the timid bluſh of joy upon thoſe 
beaatcous cheeks e— Wonderful !- Falichood muſt in- 
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deed here be current coin, when ſterling truth meets 
ſuch diſtruſt Believe then here a written evidence of 


purity and truth—{throwing before Louiſa her letter to 
the Baron) 

Louiſa. (opens the letter and finks down quite oppreſſed, 
as ſoon as ſhe finds it to be that, written by her to the 
Baron.) 

Miller. (without obſerving Louiſa, to Ferdinand) 
What mean you by that letter, Major I do not. 
underſtand you, 


Ferdinand. (pointing to Louiſa) Aſk her, old man !— 
| Too well ſhe has underſtood me. 


Miller. ( ſeerng Louiſa pale) Oh Heavens 
my child! 


Ferdinand. Pale as death !— Never before did ſhe ſo 
beauteous ſeem—With that death-like face, what 
Charms till now unſeen! —Conſcience! - Conſcience ! 
Thy voice how comprehenſive !—Thy compunction 
how eloquent To my ſtruck mind appears the grand 
effect of the laſt judgment's blaſt, that will from ſubtle 
falſehood's mien tear the very gloſs, which in this 
miſerable world ſo often cheats fair reftitude's aim; 
preys on integrity's truth; and makes us wretched 
mortals bear woe's galling fetters; till, at length, 
haraſſed by rubs, we buckle on miſanthroph's garb; 
' loſe all cordial confidence towards human kind; are 
foes to all, and think all foes to us-—Oh heavy, 
heavy doom Here (pointing lo Louiſa) is that gloſs 
removed Here is her firſt true face—There I will 


plant a kiſs— (going 40 his Louiſa) 
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Aſiller. ( ſtepping between him and Louiſa) Stand 
back! young man! Do not thus harrow up a father's 
heart From your inſidious careſſes I could not guard 
her; but, from your inſults, I can and will, 

Ferdinand, Old man, you much miſtake me Each 
parental feeling of yours I conſider and reſpect—But, 

be adviſed—take henceforth no part in a game, ſo 
clearly loſt—My buſineſs now is not with you 
Tis with Louiſa I muſt ſpeak—{taking the letter out of 
Lomja's hand) Say, wretched girl, is that letter 
thine ? 


Miller. (earneſtly) Daughter be firm For Heaven's 


ſake now be firm. 


Louiſa. Oh! my father, that letter —— 

Ferdinand. Which by chance fell into my hands 
Chance do I call it Oh Providence !—Dark and 
intricate, but wiſely ordained are all thy ways When 
but a ſparrow falls, thy goodneſs is exerted Why not 


when a demon is unmaſked? I will be anſwered——— 
Didſt thou write that letter? 


Miller. (aſide, imploring her by figns) Steady, dear 
girl—Steady—But a bare yes, and the conflict is paſt 

Ferdinand, What! The father too deceived ? —— 
Well! each is cheated in his turn—Look how my fair 
one trembles !—Determined, but half afraid, longer 
the maſk to wear—Swear by thy Gad, the ſymbal of 
truth—Didft thou write that leiter? 

Louiſa. (after a ſtruggle, in which ſhe and Miller 
converſe by looks)- ] did write that letter, 

Ferdinand. ( flands terrified) Louifa—No—lf my 
pulſe beat, tis falſe —If I ſtill move, and have my be- 
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ing, it is falſe— Thou doſt avow this crime, like the 
poor innocent wretch, from whom, when ſtretched 
upon the infernal rack, confeſſion is forced of guilt, 
which never ſtained his mind was too violent—Was 
I not, Louiſa ?—and that letter thou didſt not write, 
Louiſa. It was indeed truth which I confeſſed. 
Ferdinand. (warmly) Twas not — Twas not---I ſay-- 
Itwas not---It is not within poſhbility's capacious ſphere, 
chat now thou doſt ſpeak truth——So conſcious am I 
of it, that I again do aſk, if that damned ſcraw] was 
penned by thee or not---But, no---I aſk it not---I afk 
it not---leſt, peradventure, another yes, tremendous as 
the former was, ſhould ſtrike my aſtoniſhed ear; and 
hurl me into miſery's abyſs, whenee no exit I ſhould 
ever know (ort pauſe, during which he contem- 
plates Louiſa with admiration) But yes---(anmated) my 
whole ſtock of bliſs III ſtake upon this angel's brow . 
for, it appears to me, as eaſily could I with theſe two 
hands the earth's big chaos graſp; as that a mind of 
ſuch ſeraphick {ſweetneſs could thus beguile the 
cauſe of truth—{zurning to Louiſa) Louiſa, free from 
all doubt, I aſk thee—Didſt thou write that letter ? 
© Louiſa, Then by the God of all—I did. 


Ferdinand. (thunderſiruck and falling againſt the 
ſcene) Merciful Heavens! 


>» 


Here it is left to the judgment of the actor, how to expreſs 
the anguiſh, which this laſt declaration of Louiſa oc- 

caſtons— Let the actor ſufficiently weigh Ferdinand's preſent 
dreadful ſtate of mind, and he will readily allow, that it 
would have been a groſs violation of nature, to have ade 
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Ferdinand here roar out @ long ſpeech, indicative of the 
agony experienced ; fince it is a very prevalent opinion 
among ſt thoſe who know the human mind, that all violent 
emotions are not expreſſed by ſpeech ;—judict ous looks, 
geſticulation, properly adapted to the fituation, denote 
mental diſquiet with far greater effeft.— During this 
firuggle of Ferdinand's, Louiſa's eyes ſhould be rivetted 
on him, watching him with all imaginable anxiety e 
and they ought to expreſs the lively concern which fhe takes 
in his diftreſs — On the other hand, Miller's whole 
manner ſhould diſcover the diſtruſt which he has of 
Lomwija's firmneſs on this occafuon ; and he ought to be 
conſtantly endeavouring, though in vain, to avert her 


attention. 


Ferdinand. One more requeſt ——{(with an almoſ 
totally eæauſted voice) It is the laſt—My head burns — 
Louiſa! will you make me a glaſs of lemonade ? 

Louiſa, This moment—(wath great feeling) Only be- 
.compoſled ! leaves the room. 


SCENE III.— FERDINAND and MILLER. 


As ſoon as Louiſa leaves the room, Ferdinand walks 
up and down for ſome minutes, arms acroſs, head 
ſunk—At length Miller with the voice of pity ſays 
to him) 

Miller. Dear Major, how from my heart I pity you? 

Ferdinand. Ol away with pity, my good friend, 
if that be all the comfort you can give continuing to 
walk about) Miller, at this moment I can ſcarcely tell, 
what brought me hither. 
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Miller. Surely, fir, you have not forgot, that you: 
ſometimes come here to learn to play upon the flute. 

Ferdinand. True—True—I fondly thought, that, 
where the ſoft charms of muſick were known; there 
the mind, by harmony attuned, turned on ſincerity's 
pole, and echoed to concord's mild ſounds- But, 
harſh have been the tones of our flute ( falling upon 
Miller's neck) But, you are not to blame, old man k— 
The fault is not in you. 

Miller. No—as J hope for mercy, it is not. 

Ferdinand. (ſhort pauſe—walking again up and down 
the room) 

Aliller. J cannot conceive, what thus detaing 
Louiſa— With your leave, Major, I'll ſee tor the 
lemonade. RES 

Ferdinand. No haſte, good Miller (gde) eſpecially 
not for you, old man What was I going to ſay ? —— 

Oh recollett—Louiſa is not your only child? 
Miller. She is my only child; nor do I wiſh for 
more—In her is centred all my joy, my ſole delight--- 
My girl juſt fills up all the room within her father's 
heart---(weeping) And whillt with her I am bleſſed, I 
ſhall always ſay, that I am, though poor, a very 
very happy man. | 

Ferdinand. (violently 3 Ha !---ſee for the 
drink good Miller, 
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SCENE IV. 


FERDINAND alone. 


His only child? Oh heavens!— All lis ſtoek of hap» 
pineſs in this wide world? Murderer] feelſt thou that? 
Deprive a venerable poor old man of the laſt gleam 
of comfort!—Am I then grown ſo callous ?—What ! 
Daſh the crutch, on which the cripple leaned, in 
pieces before his feet ?—( ſhort pauſe) And when with 
ſoft affection's throb he hurries home, eager in his 
Louiſa's face to caſt up the ſum of all his joy 
Good God! will he not find her lifeleſs on the bed of 
death ?—Clay-cold each animated charm of loveli- 
neſs and youth? Have I a heart for that? No 
no—no—l will proceed no further in this plan 
Here let me pauſe; and of this picture take a ſad ſur- 
vey—(another ſhort pauſe) Soft! ſoft !—A ray of ra- 
diant light breaks forth—(agazrn fixed in thought) Oh! 
I am ſhallow-minded, and lack the faculty and power 
to diſtinguiſh between the amiably and inſidiouſly dif. 
poſed; for, can ſhe, whoſe corrupt mind can thus 
dwell on duplicity's wiles, thus doat on hypocriſy's 
arts, be formed to watch around an aged father's bed ; 
and ſmooth the brow of care ?—No—Impoſlible !— 
By the hand above, that heart was never framed to 
perform thoſe tender offices of ſweet filial piety, which 
could thus renounce the lovely dictates of tenderneſs ; 
and thus vilely abuſe paſſion's ſacred and refined glow. 
Then why ſo timid ?—Why ſbrink from that which 

P merit 


20 CABAL AND LOVE. 


merit and not cruelty reflefts ?—Who knows, what 
heart-rending pangs by this one act I may a father 
ſave ? For one, whoſe nature thus clings to miſchief 
and deceit, is capable of all—(in thought for a mo- 
m#ent)—lt is — 


SCENE V. 
FERDINAND, MILLER, and LOUIs A. 


Louiſa. (with a faltering voice, handing Ferdinand 
the glaſs of lemonade) If it be not to your liking, Ma- 
gor Faulkener, you will be ſo good as to mention. it. 

Ferdinand. (takes the glaſs, ſets it down, and goes up 
& Miller) My good Miller, I had nearly forgotten 
ſomething Will you do me a favour? 

Miller. With the greateſt pleaſure, fir. 

Ferdinand. I am at this hour expected at my father's 
to ſupper—But I am juſt now in ſuch miſerable 
{pirits, that all company would be abfolutely intolerable 
to me Will you juſt ſtep, and leave word that I am 
prevented joining the party ? 

Louiſa, Father, let me go—l ſhall ſoon be back. 

Miller, No—No—I will go—'Tis dark, child. 

Ferdinand. And beſides, here is a letter directed to 
him It came this evening encloſed in one to me 
Will you take charge of it; and deliver it to his 
private ſecretary? | 

Louiſa. (alarmed at the thought of being left alone 
with Ferdinand) But, father, I could do this as well as 


29 u—Lei me go, I pray. 
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Miller, You go, Louiſa ? At this time of the night? 


and alone too? No- No- No- I ſhall return in a 
few minutes (goes) 
Ferdinand, Tis quite dark, Louiſa—You had better 


light your father (As ſoon as Louiſa leaves the room 
with the candle, in order to light her father, he goes to the 
table, and puts poiſon into the lemonade) By Heaven it 
is decreed !|—She falls! — The powers above give the 
terrible nod of afſent—Her guardian angel fleeps— 


and vengeance is awake! 1! 
SCENE VI. 


FERDINAND and LOUISA, 


(Lowſa returns flowly with the light, ſets it down, 
looking at Ferdinand with great fear and anxiety 
Then ſhe places herſelf at the harpfichord which 1s at 
one fide of the room.) 


(A long and expreſſive filence ſhould precede this ſcene) 


Louiſa, Major Faulkener, I wiſh that you would 
take your flute; and we would play this leſſon 


together, 
Ferdinand. ( fixed in thought, and gloomy, he makes 


o anſwer—pauſe.) 

Louiſa, Or, at a game at cheſs, ſhall I take the 
revenge which, you know, you owe me ?— Shall 
we play? 

Ferdinand. (as be fore, he makes no anſwer—anothey 
pay 

Pa 
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| Louiſa. But perhaps you would like better to 
retaliate upon me at your favourite game of Piquet 
(Ferdinand makes no anſwer) Major Faulkener, I have 
juſt finiſhed drawing the pattern for the waiſtcoat, 
which I promiſed to embroider for you; would you 
like to ſee it? 


Ferdinand. (head ſunk and loft in _—_ he makes 
no anſwer—pauſe. ) 

Louiſa. Ohl! am very wretched, | 

Ferdinand, Art thou indeed ?—That may well be 
Wm : | 

Lowſa. As I apprehended, Major Faulkener, we 
do not ſuit each other at this moment We are 
wretched company one to another—I trembled, I 
confeſs, at. the thought of our being left alone, when 
Juſt now you ſent my father away. 

Ferdinand. (with affefted levity) We mope too much 
to night, to be ſure—Suppoſe we call in ſome of the 
neighbours; and of this tedious duet make a merry 
quintetto— Ay, by my honour, the clevereſt thought, 
in a ſituation Hike ours We will be ſprightly, and 
laugh at dull care; and, by the help of ſome ſons of 
gay mirth, we will try to revenge ourſelves on all the 
filly high-flown reveries of paſſion and love. 


Louiſa. (looking at [Jam with Jurpriſe) Ferdinand 
Faulkener ! * 


* Ferdinand. Mes ts the frain of levity) Nay! why 
not ?—Thou, Louiſa, muſt be the very firſt to ſay, that 
they are all mere fools, who conſtantly prate of never 
fading affeftion, and everlaſting love—Eternal ſame. 
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nefs palls Variety, dear, dear variety only forms the 
ſoul of delight (ade, finding himſelf unable to ſup- 
port this levity any longer) Oh Heavens That word 
mult be the very laſt—I can no longer thus diſſemble. 

Louiſa. (with feeling) Oh Faulkener! Faulkener!— 
How it grieves me to ſee thee ſo wretched! 

Ferdinand, I wretched ? —W ho has told thee ſo?— 
Woman !—Too fiend-like art thou to feel H o.] 
then of others the ſenſations weigh ?—So—Se—She 
knew, how her medicine would operate; — Death and 
perdition !—She knew all this; and yet could — | 

| Oh !-—Oh !—Oh!—thus whelm me in agony's 

gulf (bitterly) Serpent !-—This avowal ſeals thy 
doom—Had I not heard that word, to thy folly's | 
madneſs I ſhould have imputed thy crime; and in the 
boſom of contempt have buried all my rage 
But now—now—{ Ariling his foreſiead) So, when 
this imp's trick thou playedſt, zhou didſt it not in vile 
imbecility's form, þut in that of the very demon of 
malice and guile—(he ſnatches the glaſs and drinks) 
The lemonade is taſteleſs—( ſucering horridly and 
Shaking) Sadly flat—Tafte it | 

Louiſa. Oh Heavens l. -Groundleſs were not my 
terrors for this ſcene. 

Ferdinand. (in a commanding manner) Taſte it! 

Louiſa. (takes the glaſs and drinks) 

Ferdinand. (turns away, with a ſudden paleneſs, to 


the fartheſt corner of the room, as ſoon as ſhe begins to 
drink) 


+ Louiſa, The lemonade is 3 
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Ferdinand. ( fluddering with horror) May good 
tome of it then ! 

Loui ſa. Oh Faulkener !—Didſt thou but know, how 
eruelly thou wrongſt my heart. | 

Ferdinand. (looks at her, but makes no reply) 

Louiſa. The time will come, Ferdinand. 

Ferdinand, (looks again ſeverely at her, but ſays 
nothing) | | 

Louiſa. Yes, Ferdinand, a time indeed will come, 
when thou wilt own, how cruelly hard 1s my lot. 

Ferdinand. (walks about with increaſing animation, 
becoming every moment more and more diſturbed) Good 
God |—(takting off his ſword, and looking at it with 
great emotion) Once my pride my glory——my 
delight. farewell |l——(throw:ng it away) My ſteel 
alas! will ſhine no more! My ſinewy arm I ſhall no 
longer toſs !—My country my dear native country I 
tan ſerve no more! 

Louiſa. My God !—what is the matter with you ? 

Ferdinand. Oh |—only a little too confined---Now 
I ſhall be more at eaſe. 

| Lowſa, You had better drink a little more of the 
lemonade---That will cool you. 

Ferdinand, That is true---The wench is kind- But 
that they all are. 

Louiſa. (throwing herſelf into his arms with the 
utmoſt tenderneſs) Do I live to hear this from my 
Ferdinand? 

Ferdinand. (rejecting her embrace) Away |—we have 
done with that—No moe of thy inſidious lurez——— 
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None of thoſe ſoft and me ting looks Thy languiſhing 
eye I now behold with antipathy — Serpent with tha 
tongue of guile, thou mayſt now, if thou wilt, dart on 
me thy deadly venom 


Armed with griſly terror, 
thou mayit now try to deſtroy me by thy touch; but 
mark now I am awake; and thy fell aim I can 
parry with might. | 

Louiſa, That it ſhould come to this! (going up 
the ſtage) 

Ferdinand, (lookang after her with' admiration) And 
ſtill what harmony of form! —— What perfect ſym- 
metry All ſo divinely beauteous!—In every part the 
work of Heaven's moſt happy hour!—Celeſtial powers! 
I do not murmur, nor rebel; —but. in a clime ſo 
exquiſite, why ſhould the dire blaſt of infection bs 
known? 

Louiſa. Am I doomed to hear this? — And yes 
to undeceive bim I dare not attempt. 


Ferdinand. And then that heavenly melody of. 


voice, ſo in concord with that ſoft look of melancholy, 
which captivates the ſoul—Oh !—would not one havg 
thought, that ſhe was the very mirror of ſweetnels and 
love, reflecting at once all that the high hand of Pro- 
vidence could give, even when moſt diſpoſed to bleſs? 
What pity, that, when by the Creator's hand, that 
grand, noble, finiſhing touch was given, the framing 


heart and mind—Good God - How in that moment 
erred thy mighty arm! 


Lowſa, (afide) Rebellious youth !--- 8 at the 
chrone of Heaven he dares to level his attack. 
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Ferdinand. ( falling upon her neck) Once again, 
Louiſa—Once again let me fold thee in theſe arms, as 
on that day, when in my heart dawned affection's firſt 
morn: When o'er thy lovely form, fixed and enrap- 


tured I hung; and from thy Ferdinand's breaſt the 
firſt Ggh of love was revealed---(animated) Oh Louiſa ! 


call to mind that bright hour, when firſt faltered my 


name on thy tongue ; and ſoft tenderneſs flowed from 
thy lips — Heavens — How then throbbed my 
warm heart with content !—How glowed my fond 
mind with delight !—The very harveſt of joy ſeemed 
at hand; and attained the ſummit of bliſs— But, 
nhow— here pointing to the heart) rankles the dart 
of diſtreſs;— here {/trihing his forehead with anguiſh) 
grows black miſery's fang ; and horror is around me 
as light Where'er I look, 1 behold deſtruction's 
fell hend—=—Whereſoe'er I turn, I feel the harrowing 
gripe of that monſter deſpair (in tears) Oh Louiſa! 
Louiſa ! Louiſa !—why was I thus cruelly deceived ? 
Louiſa. Faulkener} Faulkener I ſtop not thy tears 
— Weep on—Weep on—Check not the kindly guſh 
o thy tears I am entitled, but not to thy wrath. 
Ferdinand. Oh! be not deceived—From the ſource 


of dejection theſe tears do not flow-—Thoſe are preci- 


ous, to mine if compared Not thoſe pearly drops 
that ſtart from the bright humid eye, when the heart 
with mild tenderneſs melts Not the guſh of affection's 
ſweet ſpring; nor the torrent of rapture's warm ſtream 
—— Touched are then ſenſibility's chords; —awake 
each fine nerve — The tear then is the ſymbol of com- 
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fort, not ſorrow - But mine are like the ſad maniac's 
groans, which only re- echo the firſt cauſe of his wild- 
neſs and woe. | 

Louiſa, Oh ſpare me Faulkener!—Spare my aching 
breaſt! Durſt I but open theſe lips, thy ears I could 
ſtun with ſurpriſe:—But, by the decree of ſtern fate, 
my tongue is clogged with the bars of reſtraint; and, 
whilſt there thoſe fetters remain, diſcord muſt ſever 
our hearts, and our minds can know no relief. 

Ferdinand. What meanſt thou by reſtraint? If now 
obligation's curs'd ſhackles thou feel, Oh!—'tis time 
to looſen them all—If even by oaths thou be bound, 
forget them now; for, at hand is the hour, which all 
human ties muſt diſſolve—Oh Louila, declare—this 
moment declare — How long has the Baron thy 
love? | 

Louiſa. Aſk what thou wilt, for ever are ſealed my 
lips. 

Ferdinand. (very pointedly) For thy own ſake I im- 
plore thee to ſay————Has the Baron thy love os 
eſteem ? 

Louiſa. (makes no anſwer ——pauſe.) 

Ferdinand. Oh Louiſa! the ſands of life are rapidly 
running away — Then do not tarry; but ſay, has the 
Baron thy love or regard? 

Louiſa. (makes no anſwer -——pauſe ) 

Ferdinand. Ohl knew thou but all, with haſte 
wouldſt thou ſolve every doubt; and each flying mo- 
ment thou would'ſt ſtrive to keep bacx (in a low 
voice) Louiſa! Louiſa! Short Oh ſhort is thy time 
here on earth! 
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; Louiſa, (looks at him fearfully, but fays nothing —— 
pauſe.) 

Ferdinand. (in great agitation) Well then in thunder 
thus—Speak—How long has the Baron thy love ?— 
{falling on one knee, and graſping her hand eagerly ; 
then with great emotion) Louiſa! Before this taper 
burn out, thou wilt be no more, 

Louiſa. (terrified) Gracious God !—What is all 
this? ( fenking down ag ain upon the chair) and now I 
n feeble and faint. | 

Ferdinand. What!—Already ?—Myſterious indeed? 

—Thoſe very nerves, unmoved, when the baſe act of 


guilt was performed—unſhaken, when the comfort of 
man was at ſtake, by a poor grain of arſenic are fully 


deſtroyed. 

Louiſa, Ha! Poiſon! Poiſon! 
Powers! 

Ferdinand, Yes Louiſa, when that drink thou didft 
taſte, at that moment thou ſignedſt death's bond, 
Louiſa. Is it indeed ſo? — Death? Death l Imme- 
diate death! — Father of mercy diſregard me not. 

Ferdinand. {looks at her with all imaginable anxiety. 
' Louiſa. (growing weaker and weaker) Oh my poor 
father !—Ferdinand can nothing ſave me ?—I ſpeak 
for my father's ſake. 

Ferdinand. Nothing can ſave thee, Louiſa But 
be at peace] ſhall cloſe my eyes with thee—Hence 

we depart together, 

Louiſa. Ha! Thou too Ferdinand ?—Poiſon from 
thee )- Oh God of goodneſs !—On him turn thy 
meek eye of forgiveneſs, 


Oh Heavenly 
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Ferdinand. Look to thy own account, Louiſa— 
That way I dread to think. 

Louiſa. Ferdinand, Ferdinand—I can no longer be 
filent I am now about to tell thee ſomething 
which will almoſt petrify thee, 


Ferdinand, (with great avidity) Ha!—Speak ! — 
Speak! 


Louiſa. Death annuls every oath; thereſore, now, 


though too late, I will tell thee a truth, which, if 
ſooner divulged, might have ſaved and preſerved 
us both. | 

Ferdinand. What do I hear ?—Impoſlible! 

Louiſa. The whole earth contains not a wretch ſo 
miſerable as thou art; for——-——innocent I die. ; 

Ferdinand. (thunderſtruck) What !—— What! 
Recollett thyſelf 
though it be and ſwear —— 

Louiſa, By what? 

Ferdinand. (eagerly) By what is deareſt to thy part. 


ing ſoul. - 


Declare the truth, even awful 


Louiſa. Then let me ſwear by our firſt kiſs of love, 

affection's balmy pledge—By that I ſwear, that, ſince 
that hour, when firſt by tender concord and aſſent we 
ſealed our mutual vows, I never have been falſe to 
my Faulkener, innocence, or truth—And what im- 
ports that letter, which thus fatally deſtroys us both— 
(feeling the poiſon, Oh! What ſhoots through all my 
veins? Ferdinand, now I may ſpeak—Alas! that 
letter. | 
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Ferdinand, Ha !—that letter! —-I charge thee— 
Speak, I do conjure thee, ſpeak ! 

Louiſa, ( ſpeaking with diſſicully, from extreme 
_ weakneſs\ Oh! deareſt Ferdinand, that letter——Call 
up all thy mind to hear a dreadful tale—that letter— 


Oh !—that fatal letter was wrung from me by thy 
father—What my hand wrote, my heart abhorred. 
Ferdinand. claſping his hands towards Heaven, and 
all at once falling proſtrate on the ground; Oh inhuman 
father! DD | 
Louiſa. (in agony) Oh! -now the poiſon works— 
Ferdinand, foi give - 'twas —all——by-—— force 
— Ferdinand ſupports her) Thy —--Louiſa—would 
But 


cleaſe 


have. — preferred — even — death 


— — to— 
my father alſo- I cannot — tell—— 
thee -- 2 — fnking more and more.) | 
Ferdinand, Heaven of my heart! 
thus. | 
Louiſa. Viy——head turns 
— dark Bleſſings - on thee 
my -— deareſt . Ferdinand! — Oh Heaven ! 
Mercy ! -——Oh I— Oh! —0Oh! dies) 
Ferdinand. (ins g down by the body) Angel of 


Heaven !——fly me not thus——Nor leave me to mad. 
neſs a prey! 


Preſident. (without) Is my ſon here? Where 
ean I find my ſon? 


from priſon — 


Quit me not 


All 


round 
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SCENE the laſt, 


Enter PRESIDENT, 


Preſident. (Ferdinand's letter in his hand) What can 
this mean, my ſon ?——I hope not 

Ferdinand. Tis now too late to hope -Murderer! 
ſee your work - ¶ pointing to the body of Louiſa) Gaze 
on her, who is alas — no more — She was my ſweet 
Louiſa See you that mild angelick face? It was 
the mirror of truth — There fix your looks How 
loyely is ſhe, even in death —Attempered to the ties 
of tenderneſs was her mind — Yet my father has 
deprived her of life——/in agony) Ha !——'Tis 

well—-I feel the potent draught, 

Preſident. My ſon my ſon !=Is there no remedy ? 

Ferdinand. None None—— You have caſt the 
fatal die She ſleeps alas! to wake no more! 

Preſident, (trying to take Ferdinand's hand) Your 
hand, good Ferdinand, 

Ferdinand. (refuſes giving his father his hand, fha« 
hing his head.) | 

Pręſident. Who ſo miſerable as I am? 


Miller, (behind the ſcenes) Louiſa! Louiſa! my 
child! my child! 


Enter MILLER. 


Miller. Where are you my girl? —Louiſa, where 
are you? They talk of porfon-——poiſon is the cry— 
{ſeeing Louiſa dead, he ſhreeks out) Who has done 
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this ?—NMy only one, ſpeak !--(recezoing no anſwer, he 
fakes her hand) What! ——lifeleſs? —— Gracious Pow. 
ers ! Major!——explain. 

Ferdinand. (pointing to the Preſident) Look to my 
father for Louiſa's life——He tore her from me 
He could not bear to ſee the angel live. 

Miller. Falls on one fade of Lou: iſa! C body, Ferdi. 
nand being on the other, whence he does not move during 
the remaining part of the ſcene.) | 

Ferdinand. (with a faint voice) I come Louiſa—ſoon 
we ſhall be again united No power, or time will 
part us then, ſoon. we ſhall meet in thoſe brighter 
regions, where no ſhaft of malice can ever reach us 
in agony, and in broken accents} Ha!—cruel poi« 
fon !——'Tis the laſt ſtruggle, 

| Preſident, My dear Ferdinand! — Can you forgive 
your wretched father ? 

Ferdinand, My moments are but ſhort — (voice 
more and more exhauſted) Why ſhould I diſturb your 
future days, by witholding my forgiveneſs ? —— Take 
it,—( holding his father his hand) And ſo may Heaven 
have mercy upon me!—Ah Sir!—How glorious the 
certainty, that, with this my act of reconcilement, 
the paſt could be obliterated from your memory! — 
But, alas! I fear 'tis otherwiſe ordained; and that, in 
Tome future day, the idea of her (pointing to Louiſa's 
rorpſe) mournful image will obſtruR all peace Before 
your ſteps her faded form will glide; Her dying moan, 
alas! will ſtrike your conſcious ear / in agony) Ohl 


Ohl! my burſting heart! 


— 
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Preſident. (eagerly hiſſing Ferdinand's hand) Oh? my 


ſon, my fon !- A curſe on my ambitious views— 
A curſe upon my former unkindnels, 

Ferdinand. Think not of it ning) Oh! 
Oh !—Oh !—If poſſible Bright be your remaining 
days and Heaven grant, that you may happily cloſe 


life's finiſhing ſcene But, my father (pointing to 
Miller forget — not that — broken hearted man 
Lou have—robbed—him —of—his— all- He- is 
old—and—poor Need - I-{ay—more?—Oh!— 
Oh!—Oh !—That—pang is the laſt—Louiſa—I—come 
—— Oh 1—\ dies 

Preſident. (kneeling down by the dead body of kis 


Jon.) 


( The curtain falls to ſlow muſic.) 
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